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in  the 

Beautiful  Marine  Dining 
Room 

of  the 

EDGEWATER  BEACH 
HOTEL 


Every  Friday  Night  is 
Fraternity  Night,  also 
Northwestern   Night. 


Ted  Fiorito  and  His 
Famous  Orchestra 
Plays    Every    Night. 


Danciiig  until  one  o'clock  i 


Your  Tux! 


The  social  season  is  now 
in  full  swing.  Your 
tuxedoshould  be  of  recent 
origin.  Our  sleek  models 
are  attractively  priced. 


1!31r0Uimng  King  $c  (En. 

526  Davis  Street 


Authenthic  University  Styles 
in 

HATS,  CAPS, 
SUITS,  COATS 

and  the 

KUPPENHEIMER 
CAVALIER  TUXEDO 

Unusual  Values  for 
this  season  of  the  year 

Also  Dress  Accessories 

E.  S.  EHMEN 

Vz  Block  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 


HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF  YOUR  OWN  SELECTION 

Self  Service  Oj^erated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


P  U  R  PL  E/?5^PARROT 


Reductions  Now 


All  our  ready-to-wear  Over- 
coats and  Suits  reduced 
for  immediate  clearance 

$10  to  $15  actual  saving 
on  each  garment 

Substantial  reductions  in 
made  -  to  -  measure   Suits 

Reductions  in  Furnishing  Goods 


Rexford  &  Kelder 

25  Jackson  Blvd.  East 
7th  Floor  CHICAGO 


PATRONIZE    PARROT    AD VERTI  SERS  — THE Y     HAVE 
THE    BEST    OF    WHAT    YOU    WANT 


ART: 

Evanston   Academy   of   Fine   Arts 


AEROPLANE: 

Command- Aire 
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Evanston  Dodge  Co 3rd  Cover 


BOOKS: 

Chandlers 


3rd  Cover 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE: 

Moser  Business  College 32 


CAFE: 

Limehouse  Cafe 32 


CAFETERIAS: 

Library  Plaza  Cafeteria 31 

Woman's  Exchange  Cafeteria        ....     30 
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All  American  Tailors 28 

Berg  SC  Isenberg 3rd  Cover 

Browning  8C  King 2nd  Cover 

E.   S.   Ehmen 2nd   Cover 
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DEPARTMENT  STORE: 
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OPTICIAN: 
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London's 


SHOES: 
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LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler — Optician 

1626  Orrington  Ave.       University  461 
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lUliere'N.U. Students  like  to 
bull  tkeir  Columbia,  Olcelv 
anctBrMvisujick  Records    ,  / 
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TKe  evi.tran.ce  to  tke 
l^ortk  Skore  '^^otel 
9^^me  (Freenk3f3230 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


"Wake  up,  dear,  it's  time  to  talce  your 
insomnia  medicine." 

Snark's  Annual. 


"Glad    to   know  you.      My   name    is 
Tunney.     Pardon  my  glove." 

"  'S  all  right.     You'll  excuse  me  if  I 
don't  get  up?" 

Purple  Cow. 


"Every  time  I  ask  my  girl  for  one  kiss 
I  get  two  or  three." 

"How's  that?" 

"She's    a    telephone   girl   and    always 
gives  me  the  wrong  number." 

Yellow  Jacket. 


"The  nerve  of  that  guy  offering  me 
ten  dollars  a  week.  What  does  he  think 
I  am,  a  college  graduate?" 

Cynic. 


Captain:    "Why  did  you  fail  to  salute 
me  yesterday?" 

Rookie:     "I  am  very  sorry,  sir,  I  did 
not  see  you." 

Captain:     "Good.     I  was  afraid  you 
were  mad  at  me." 

Aggrievator. 


First  Student    (in  swimming  class)  : 
"Are  you  a  fraternity  pledge?" 

Second  Student:     "No,  I  backed  into 
a  stove." 

Oklahoma  Aggrievator. 


Helen :  "What  is  the  silliest  thing  in 
the  world?" 

Glen :     "A  woman." 

Helen:     "What  about  a  man?" 

Glen:  "Well,  after  a  woman,  a  man 
is  about  the  silliest  thing  in  the  world." 
The  Log. 


"Did    they    have    books    in    Adam's 
time?" 

"No — why?" 

"Well,  didn't  he  often  look  through 
the  leaves?" 

Chanticleer. 


2CX)8  A.  D. 
W.  C.  T.  U.  Inside  Dope :    The  fu- 
ture generation  will  have  to  stagger  to 
follow  in  its  father's  footsteps. 

Cougar's  Paw. 


"Today's  my  birthday,  darling." 
"And  to  think  that  in  less  than  a  year 

we'll  be  married !" 

"Never  mind  the  future;  how  about 

the  present?" 

Jack  o'Lantan. 


ROSENBERG'S 

DAVIS  STREET    —    DOWNTOWN  EVANSTON 


Men^s  2-Trouser  Suits 

$40  Values — in  a  January 
Clearance  at 

$OQ50 


29 


Splendid  two-trouser  suits  in  the  approved 
styles;  greys,  tans  and  mixtures.    50  to  sell. 


Men's  Black  and  Tan,  Imported  Scotch 
Grain  Oxfords,  $10  Values  at 


$8.85 


ALL      ^m    WORTH 
ONE  M      MUCH 

PRICE        %f      MORE 

THE  ''NATILIE" 


HOSIERY  SPECIAL 


EXTRA  LONG,  GUARANTEED  PERFECT, 
FULL  FASHION  CHIFFON,  $1  10 

WORTH  $1.50  -  -         .         . 

FULL  FASHION  DOUBLE  PICOT, 
WORTH  $1.95         -         -         -  - 


$J_1 


KOTZ'S  SHOE  STORE 

619  DAVIS  ST. 
FOR  MEN  AND   WOMEN 


P  U  R  P  L  E/:5^P  A  R  ROT 


The  world  confers  its  key  positions 
on  many  men.  It  must.  There  is 
more  than  enough  important  work 
to  be  done. 

Here  is  the  man  with  the  bent  for 
machinery ;  he  is  building  a  career  for 
himself  as  a  designer  of  ingenious 
almost- human  automatic  machin- 
ery if  or  making  the  nation's  tele- 
phones. Here  is  the  analytical  man 
with  the  mind  for  figures ;  he  is  dis- 


be  a  Key  Man  later^  too 


covering  for  himself  and  for  industry 
what  miracles  lie  waiting  to  be  found  in 
unexplored  statistics.  Here  too  is  the 
born  leader;  delving  deeply  into  per- 
sonnel relations  to  emerge  with  the  so- 
lution for  a  vital  management  problem. 
In  the  processes  of  telephone 
making,  many  a  broad  general 
qualification  is  being  shaped  into 
a  highly  specialized  and  highly  im- 
portant "key"  quality. 


SINCE      1882      MANUFACTURERS     FOR     THE     BELL     SYSTEM 


Purpk  ^Pafi^nt 


SCRAWL  TAKEN  BY  DEATH 

Was  Victim  of  Lingering  Illness 

by 

Ned  Fleming 


Little  Scrawl  is  no  more !    The  Daily 
Northwestern  of  December  2ist  brings 
the  sad  news  and  those  of  us  who  have 
so  often  smiled  at  the  precocious  capers 
of  this  Nathalia  Crane  of  campus  publi- 
cations must  now  know  her  only  as  a 
memory,   for  she  belongs 
.to   the  ages  like  a  burnt 
match,  a  last  year's  foot- 
ball ticket,  an  empty  gin 
I  bottle,  or  one  pale,  slender 
[cigarette  butt.   Her  death, 
I  although   the  result  of   a 
long  illness,  came  as  a  dis- 
tinct shock  to  her  friends, 
_,  ...        .      for   immediately  prior   to 
germ  1  000  X    ^^^  demise  the  patient  had 
magnified      shown  a  marked  improve- 
ment   and    had    expressed 
her  desire  to  see  the  lilacs  bloom  again. 
Her  consequent  demise,  coming  so  sud- 
denly upon  the  heels  of  this  declaration, 
caused   a   distinct    flurry   of   excitement 
both  here  and  in  Cambridge,  Massachu- 
setts. 

Scrawl  was  never  a  well  child.  Born 
too  soon,  she  suffered  from  severe  grow- 
ing pains  during  the  greater  part  of  her 
brief  lifetime  and  was  the  victim  of  thou- 
sands of  neuroses,  phobiae,  and  psychoses, 
from  her  first  infancy.  She  early  gave 
promise  of  the  high  degree  of  precocity 
for  which  she  later  became  famous  and 
her  earnings,  garnered  from  frequent 
contributions  to  the  "Bright  Sayings  of 
Children"  column  of  the  well  known  W. 
G.  N.,  enabled  her  to  support  herself  in 
comparative  affluence  for  some  time. 
A  few  years  ago  she  contracted  creep- 


ing DeVotoism  during  the  epidemic 
which  struck  the  campus  at  that  time 
and  this  disease  gradually  infected  her 
entire  system,  at  length  becoming  chronic 
toward  the  beginning  of  last  year. 
Creeping  DeVotoism  is  an  Oriental  ail- 
ment and  is  induced  by  exposure  to  the 
bacillus  devoto,  which  is  in  the  nature 
of  a  filterable  virus  and  is  so  insignificant 
that  io,ooo,ooo,C)00,cxx)  of  them,  placed 
upon  the  head  of  a  pin,  would  not  be  no- 
ticed by  the  naked  eye  without  the  aid  of 
a  highly  powered  microscope.  The  ba- 
cillus usually  enters  the  body  of  the  vic- 
tim thru  the  eyes  or  the  ears  and,  unless 
checked  promptly,  rapidly  spreads  to  all 
parts  of  the  system  breaking  down  the 
mental  fibre  and  attacking  the  brain. 
The  victim's  reasoning  processes  become 
paralyzed,  he  becomes  highly  critical  and 
illogical,  he  suffers  from  frequent  hallu- 
cinations and  exhibits  delusions  of 
grandeur  and  persecution  similar  to  those 
observed  in  severe  cases  of  paranoia  and 
like  disorders.  In 
the  last  stages  of 
the  disease  the  pa- 
tient imagines 
himself  a  super- 
being  and  death 
Bacteria  of  St.  Mar-  usually  occurs 
tin's  Fire  many  times  rapidly  there- 
magnified  after. 

Several  operations  failed  to  dislodge 
the  virus  in  Scrawl,  but  at  the  beginning 
of  this  year  the  patient  did  not  seem  fa- 
tally stricken  and  attending  physicians 
were  optimistic  as  to  her  chances  for  a 
partial  recovery.     This  was  not  to  be. 


however,  for  shortly  afterward  severe 
complications  set  in  and  the  patient  con- 
tracted Capp's  Disease,  Crealitis,  In- 
fantile Walliserysis,  and  St.  Martin's 
Fire.  The  latter,  according  to  medical 
experts,  is  almost  invariably  fatal  even 
by  itself  and  is  somewhat  similar  to  De- 
Votoism although  caused  by  a  consider- 
ably coarser  organism.  It  will  be  re- 
membered that 
the  Purple  Par- 
rot suffered  from 
St.  Martin's  Fire 
last  year,  and 
only  an  emer- 
gency operation  Germ  of  Crealitis  50  x 
performed  by  Dr.  magnified 

W.  V.  Evans  of  this  city,  in  which 
the  bacillus  was  successfully  removed, 
saved  the  grand  old  bird  from  the 
sad  fate  of  Scrawl.  It  is  now  be- 
lieved that  at  the  time  of  the  removal 
of  the  St.  Martin's  Fire  bacillus  from 
Polly,  one  or  more  of  them  may  have 
infected  the  luckless  Scrawl,  since  hers 
is  the  only  other  case  reported  in  this 
hemisphere.  An  autopsy  will  be  held  in 
order  to  ascertain  whether  or  not  this 
was  the  case. 

Scrawl's  last  moments  were  not  with- 
out peace.  During  the  final  stages  of  her 
illness  she  was  irrational  for  long  periods 
at  a  time,  but  she  had  lucid  intervals  dur- 
ing which  she  charmed  and  held  spell- 
bound her  friends  and  admirers.  Funeral 
services  will  be  private  and  the  remains 
will  be  cremated.  Harvard  papers,  the 
Saturday  Evening  Post,  The  Red  Book, 
and  College  Humor  please  copy. 
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^^:^ 
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"Did  you  get  your  letter  at  Chicago,  dear?" 
"No,  did  you  write  me  there?" 


He  Had  the  Flu 

.  .  .  .  Yeh?  ....  Yeh?  Hot  water 
you  say?  ....  Oh,  and  lemon  juice? 
....  Yeh.     Yeh.     Thanks.     So  long. 

....    Yeh.      Sure Well,    it's 

pretty  bad Just  before  going  to 

bed  ?  All  right Why,  no,  I  never 

tried   that.      Sounds   O.    K I'll 

try  it  tonight Two  parts  mus- 

tard_  and  one  of  water?  ....  Yeh. 
....  You  did?  ....  Did  it?  ...  . 
Sweat    it    out,    you    say  ?  .   .  .  .  No. 

....  Yeh Might  try  it 

Listen,  you,  stop  right  there !  One  more 
word,  an'  ....  Officer,  I  want  to  give 
myself  up.     I  just  killed  a  man. 

P.  C. 
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BROAD  INTERPRETATION 

Blonde 
Brunette 
Red  Head 


ANOTHER  SCOTCHY 

And  have  you  heard  the  one  about  the 
Scotch  lady  who  wouldn't  send  her  boy 
to  the  Public  School  because  he  had  to 
pay  attention  ?  R.  S. 


He:    Your  petticoat  shows. 

She  (snootily)  :    What  does  it  show? 

He:    That  you're  old-fashioned. 


Father     (awaiting     news)  :      "Well, 
nurse,  will  it  use  a  razor  or  a  lipstick?" 


Mr.  Punn's  Pfun 

"Ah  ha,  there  girlie,  star  gazing,  eh?" 
"Uh  huh.  I  was  looking  at  that  cop." 
"Well,   I   don't  court  his  attentions, 

and  since  you  are  a  law  unto  yourself, 

I'll  beat  it." 

"P'lice,  man,   I'd  hate  to  have  your 

spirits  jugged,  but  you  can't  get  clubby 

with  me." 

"So  I  should  judge.     Good  day,  offi- 


'Yes,  fine  day." 


H.  E.  R. 


Our  Scotch  quartette  will  now  pre- 
sent us  with  a  little  close  harmony. 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


"Remember  when  we  first  met  in  the  re- 
volving door  at  the  post  office?" 

"Why,  that  wasn't  the  first  time  we  met?" 
"Well,  that's  when  we  began  going  around 
together." 


A  Little  Nuts,  Please 

Scene — National  Tea-room. 

Waitress:  Hawaii,  gentlemen?  You 
must  be  Hungary  to  eat  in  a  dump  like 
this. 

Customer:  Yes,  Siam.  And  we  can't 
Rumania  long,  either.  Venice  lunch 
ready  ? 

Waitress:  I'll  Russia  to  a  table.  Will 
you  Havana? 

Customer:  Nome,  we'd  just  as  soon 
have  you  wait  on  us. 

Waitress :  Good.  Japan  the  menu 
yet?    The  Turkey  is  Nice. 

Customer:  Anything  at  all,  but  can't 
Jamaica  little  speed  ?  Ask  the  cook  if 
we  can  get  out  in  ten  minutes. 

Waitress:  I  don't  think  we  can  Fiji 
that  fast,  but  Alaska. 

Customer:  Never  mind — just  put  a 
Cuba  sugar  in  my  Java. 

Waitress:  Sweden  it  yourself;  I'm 
only  here  to  Servia. 

Customer:  Denmark  our  bill  and 
call  the  Bosphorus.  He  ought  to  Kenya. 
I  don't  Bolivia  know  who  I  am. 

Waitress:  No,  and  I  don't  Car- 
ibbean.   You  guys  sure  Armenia. 

Boss :  Samoa  your  smart  cracks,  is 
it?  Don't  Genoa  customer  is  always 
right?  What's  got  India?  You  think 
maybe  this  arguing  Alps  business? 

Customer :  Oh,  Canada  racket ;  Spain 
in  the  neck.  I  won't  leave  her  any  Tip- 
perary    manners    griped    me    so    much. 

'^°^'-  Bob  Hicks. 


SLIPPERY 

"I'm  afraid  you  slipped  up  on  that  one 
thing,"  said  the  prof  as  he  helped  to  his 
feet  the  student  who  had  fallen  on  a 
banana  peel. 


Overheard  in  Greek  class: 

Prof :  It  is  a  known  fact  that  Socrates 
went  barefoot  the  greater  part  of  his 
life.  What  does  that  suggest  to  you, 
Mr.  Frazer? 

'31 :  Why — er — Oh,  nails  weren't  in- 
vented until  some  time  after,  were  they? 


Why  didn't  you  let  that  red-cap  take 
your  luggage? 

My  grandfather,  an  old  Scottish  war- 
rior, taught  me  once  to  ask  no  favor,  and 
grant  no  quarter. 


Apropos  the  so  recent  Post  Prom, 
one  finds  that  in  this  modern  age,  after 
one  has  paid  the  piper,  there  remain  the 
pianist,  two  sax  players,  the  banjo  opera- 
tor, the  cornetist,  and  the  slip-horn  wiz- 
ard, each  with  an  outstretched  palm. 
P.  C. 


'30:  Why  does  that  prof  ask  us  so 
damn'  many  personal  questions? 

'32:-  Don't  mind  that.  He  used  to 
hold  the  first  chair  in  the  Deluxe  Barber 
Shop. 


How  to  Kill  Time  Between 
Dances 

1.  Stand  in  line  at  the  punch  bowl.  By 
the  time  you  are  sixth  in  line,  the 
band  will  start  again,  and  you'll  give 
it  up  till  next  time. 

2.  Discuss  your  schedule  this  year,  the 
last  game,  prexy,  these  damn  instruc- 
tors, and  that  chem  course  you're 
failing.  By  the  time  the  next  dance 
begins,  you'll  have  a  real  load  ofif 
your  chest. 

3.  Excuse  yourself;  go  to  the  dressing 
room  and  spend  ten  minutes  or  so  re- 
tying  your  bow.  By  the  time  you 
have  it  almost  as  good  as  it  was  be- 
fore, the  next  one  will  be  half  over, 
and  she  will  be  dancing  with  some 
one  else. 

4.  Sit  in  the  lounge  and  discuss  the  rela- 
tive merits  of  cigarettes,  while  smok- 
ing three. 

5.  Decide  that  each  person  present  aver- 
ages forty  steps  a  minute  for  the  eve- 
ning, and  figure  out  the  cost  of  sole 
leather  worn  out,  at  one-half  cent  for 
every  ninety  steps. 

6.  Start  a  table  of  bridge,  and  miss  the 
next  two  dances,  both  hot  numbers. 

7.  Suggest  going  out  to  the  car  for  a 
breath  of  air — but  be  sure  to  get  back 
before  the  check  room  closes. 

P.C. 


The  man  who  originated  the  idea  of  choosing  ten  books  to  read  on  a  desert  island, 
is  shipwrecked 
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^ooky  £ine  and 


^^^;y^^USIC!      Rhythm  suffused  the  entirety  of  the 

/\/i  vaulted  ball  room.  Slowly,  as  the  sway  of  a 
C/  f  w  mighty  cheering  section,  the  music  flowed  back- 
ward and  forward  and  in  its  tide  moved  the  crowd.  The 
booming  of  African  war-drums,  primitive,  compelling — the 
bittersweet  of  the  tiny  flute  that  hung  on  the  air,  long  and 
clear — the  prick  of  the  banjo,  tickling  the  muscles — the 
urge,  wailing  and  sobbing,  of  the  savage  saxophone — music! 
It  was  great  to  be  alive!  It  was  impossible  to  miss  the  thrill 
of  motion,  graceful  motion  like  a  black  pine  bending  against 
an  orchid  sunset  in  the  evening  breeze.  Rhythm  sifted 
through  the  silky  curtains  that  hung  the  walls,  it  trickled 
down  the  white,  slim  backs  of  the  fluffy  coeds,  it  lay  in 
splotches  on  the  feet  of  the  wearers  of  the  Tux. 

But  to  me  it  was  ju9t  another  formal.  For  three  hectic 
years  I  had  donned  my  dress-suit,  always 
too  starched  around  the  neck,  and  stood  in 
the  doorways  of  various  sorority  houses 
waiting  to  ladle  out  the  usual  brevity  on 
stunning  earrings  or  smart-looking  hand- 
bag. For  three  foolish  years  I  had  talked 
about  the  moon  on  the  way  to  the  formal, 
I  had  imbibed  quantities  of  nasty  likker 
between  dances,  and  had  kissed  many 
rouged  eyelids  as  we  sat  on  the  stairs.  For 
three  weary  years  I  had  found  my  un- 
steady way  back  to  the  women's  quad,  said 
fervent  goodnights  to  upraised  lips,  and 
stumbled  home  clutching  in  my  pocket  a 
slippery  compact,  which  meant  another 
date  to  return  it.  As  I  looked  back  on 
these  many  formals  they  all  blurred  into 
the  same  vague  pattern  and  the  women 
who  had  been  queens  for  a  night  were  now 
hazy  synonyms — two  eyes  that  invited,  a 
mouth  that  accepted,  and  arms  that  held 
on. 

Tonight  I  had  come  with  Kay.  She 
and  I  had  gone  together  pretty  much  all 
the  time  since  the  spring  before  when  we 
had  put  on  a  stunt  together  for  the  Circus. 

She    was    clever    enough    and    a    smooth  Julia 

dancer.  She  said  I  was  a  darb,  but  I  was 
getting  awfully  tired  of  her  perfumed  cigarettes  and  her 
catty  remarks  about  other  sororities.  Her  black  shingle 
seemed  severe,  her  scant  skirt,  brazen.  I  even  thought  she 
showed  signs  of  being  bored  with  me.  I  no  longer  thought 
of  rose  petals  and  slim,  lemon-rind  moons  over  the  lake  when 
I  saw  her;  it  was  cashier's  checks  at  Cooleys  and  nickels  for 
the  telephone.  I  smiled  down  at  her  wanly  as  we  danced 
over  toward  the  door.  I  was  saturated  with  formals  and 
sick  of  women  in  any  shape  or  size. 

And  there  by  the  door  stood  Bill,  the  man  who  had  made 
an  A  in  History  of  Logic  because  he  sent  the  prof  a  Christmas 


card,  who  had  first  worn  a  derby  on  campus,  and  who  had 
insured  the  popularity  of  every  girl  he  deigned  to  date. 
There  stood  Bill,  cane  in  hand,  woman  on  arm. 

Woman  ?  Yes,  sometimes  I  think  she  was  only  a  woman 
but  more  often  she  seemed  a  floating  dream,  an  intoxication. 
Tonight,  the  first  time  I  had  ever  seen  her,  with  the  lace  of 
her  lavender  gown  dripping  in  points  to  the  heels  of  her 
silver  slippers,  she  was  a  wine  glass,  delicate,  brittle,  a  slim 
waist,  the  froth  of  joyous  hilarity,  the  deep  sweet  wine  of 
love,  youth,  and  a  pale  white  moon  on  the  terrace.  Her 
eyes  rested  on  me  casually.  Her  eyes,  so  violet,  oval,  pulled 
me  toward  her.  But  there  was  a  tug  at  my  arm.  A  tomboy, 
coed  face  looked  up  at  me.  Like  Lucifer  through  a  rush  of 
air  I  fell  miles,  leagues  from  Heaven.  On  my  arm  was  Kay. 
I  drew  myself  away  from  Bill  and  his  unknown  and  back 
to  Kay. 

We  danced  miles  round  and  round  the 
churn  of  moving  bodies  and  then,  finally, 
when  I  had  given  up  hope  Kay  was  cut 
in  on  and  I  made  a  dash  for  Bill  who  was 
heaping  a  plate  with  sandwiches,  salad, 
and  all  the  other  indigestibles  present. 

"Bill,"  I  implored.  "Man  to  man  tell 
me.    Who  is  that  woman?" 

"Oh,  her?"  He  was  not  duly  impressed. 
"Why  she's  a  friend  of  my  cousin  Bum's. 
He  was  sick  or  something  so  I  dragged 
her.  You  remember  Bum,  of  the  Packard 
Straight  Eight?" 

I  remembered  Bum,  who  blossomed 
with  shekels. 

"I'm  smitten.  Bill,  what's  her  name? 
Lemme  have  just  one  dance,  wontcha? 
Kay's  a  cute  one  and  she  always  liked  you. 
Your  woman  is  dying  to  meet  me.  I  saw 
it  in  her  eyes." 

Bill  stood  a  moment  balancing  the  top- 
heavy  plate  in  one  hand.  He  surveyed 
me  thoughtfully. 

"Well,"  he  answered,  at  last,  "she's  a 
cute  girl  and  all  that,  Jerry,  but — " 

"Don't  tell  me  anything  against  her. 
I    can't    stand    being    disillusioned.    Bill. 
Lemme  find  out  for  myself." 

Again  he  looked  me  over.  He  smiled  a  little  as  he  would 
if  I'd  been  soused  and  making  love  to  him.  "Have  it  your 
own  way,"  he  said.  "Her  name's  Julia.  All  I'm  saying  is 
that  it  won't  be  my  fault,"  and  then  he  took  me  by  the  arm 
and  led  me  to  an  alcove.  There  she  sat  casually  applying 
rouge  to  her  lips. 

After  Bill  left  in  search  of  Kay,  we  sat  and  talked  and  I 
fed  her  frosted  cakes  and  lit  her  cigarettes.  She  was  knock- 
out, whoopee,  or  all  the  rest. 

I  forgot  my  cj'nicism,  my  loathing  for  the  weaker  sex  as  I 
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watched  her  gently  smiling  lips  and  felt  her  cool,  white  hand 
on  mine.  Her  voice  \vas  low  and  husky  and  her  laughter 
silvery,  sparkling  in  gaiety.  Violet  eyes  with  little  shimmers 
of  inscrutable  amusement  down  in  the  bottom  of  their  limpid 
depths — I  felt  like  babbling  free  verse  while  we  spoke  on 
comparatively  prosaic  subjects.  My  longing  for  her  could 
have  crushed  the  delicate  little  wine  glass  into  splinters,  but 
instead  my  fingers  beat  a  nervous  tattoo  on  the  back  of  the 
couch.  1  didn't  give  a  thought  to  Kay,  or  if  I  did  it  was  a 
sort  of  half-hope  that  her  liking  for  Bill  was  as  strong  as  I 
had  always  imagined  and  would  keep  her  satisfied  the  rest 
of  the  evening. 

Later  in  the  evening  we  danced  one  dance.  I  was  afraid 
Kay  might  see  the  lavender  fluff  that  I  steered  through  the 
crowd,  but  she  and  Bill  were  nowhere  in  sight. 

Many  times  I  had  gazed  in  curiosity  at  the  wall-eyed  ex- 
pression some  men  assumed  in  dancing,  but  that  night  I 
must  have  seemed  an  utter  blank  to  those  around  me.  I 
was  guiding  mechanically  past  couples  I  did  not  even  see. 
The  only  thing  that  I  was  conscious  of  was  my  partner ;  soft 
hair  against  my  cheek,  soft  fingers  resting  lightly  in  my 
hand,  and  a  soft,  husky  voice  over  my 
shoulder.  Colored  lights  played  over  the 
moving  couples  and  flashed  sequins  and 
rhinestones  making  kaleidoscopic  pin-pricks 
in  the  veil  of  unreality  that  hung  around 
me.  Here  and  there  as  we  moved  past, 
strips  of  crepe  paper  which  had  come  un- 
pinned slapped  against  my  face  and  added 
to  my  general  bewilderment. 

We  had  been  drifting  this  way  for  sev- 
eral minutes  when  suddenly  through  the 
blur  I  saw  the  bulky  Al  Cress,  perennial 
inebriate,  blocking  our  path.  I  stopped  as 
he  lay  his  fat  hand  on  Julia's  shoulder. 
She  turned  with  a  smile,  but  there  was 
doubt  in  her  eyes.  He  spoke  thickly.  I 
think  it  was  about  prexy  telling  him  to 
look  her  up  some  Sunday  night.  I  should 
have  landed  my  fist  on  his  nose,  but  some- 
thing restrained  me.  I  think  it  was  the 
vivid  recollection  of  the  guard  opposing 
him  being  carried  squirming  off  the  field 
the  week  before.  He  might  not  be  as 
soused  as  he  looked.  Instead  I  hollered  "G'way"  in 
no  uncertain  tones  and,  grabbing  Julia's  hand,  called 
him  several  uncomplimentary  synonyms  for  a  big 
bum  and  made  a  dive  for  the  door. 

In  another  alcove  we  were  alone.     I  glowed.     I 
had  rescued  my  fair  lady  from  an  ogre.     Under  my 


direction  our  talk  became  more  personal.  We  talked  of 
ambitions,  careers,  religion,  and  finally  touched  the  rim 
of  love.  But  she  shrank  from  that  and  turned  to  fra- 
ternity gossip.  Then  all  of  a  sudden  I  was  trembling. 
She  had  said  she  preferred  S.  U.'s  above  all  others!  She  said 
it  with  a  sigh.  My  heart  thumped  hard  and  loud  beneath 
my  gleaming  S.  U.  pin.  My  breath  came  short  and  quick. 
"You  say,  Julia,  you  like  S.  U.  the  very  best.  You  mean 
that?" 

A  glow  came  into  her  face  and  her  eyes  were  transformed 
into  pools  of  love.  She  gazed  over  my  head  toward  the  crim- 
son draperies.  When  she  spoke  her  voice  was  low  and 
ruffed  with  emotion. 

"The  dearest  gift  a  girl  can  get  is  a  S.  U.  pin,"  and  she 
closed  her  eyes. 

"Julia,  Julia,"  I  was  on  my  knees  before  her.  Those 
violet  eyes  opened  wide  and  startled.  "You  mean — you  mean 
— Oh,  Julia!"    With  shaking  fingers  I  unclasped  my  pin. 

She  stared  at  me,  puzzled.  And  then  she  held  out  her 
hand. 

"Why,  Jerry,"  she  stopped,  and  her  manner  softened, 
"Jerry,  didn't  Bill  tell  you?" 
"What?"  I  was  stunned. 
"Get  up  and  sit  here  beside  me,  Jerry," 
her  voice  was  too  kind,  almost  motherly. 
"I'm  so  sorry  all  this  happened.  I  was 
talking  about  Bum's  S.  U.  pin.  We  have 
been  engaged  for  two  years.  Don't  feel 
so  bad.     Someone  else  will  come  along." 


And  then  the  dance  was  over.  Kay  and 
I  were  lolling  in  the  shiny  upholstery  of 
the  cab. 

"I  surely  did  have  a  knock-out  time, 
Jerry." 

"Yeah." 

"Oh,  come  on,"  she  seemed  to  under- 
stand, "there'll  be  another  dance,  you 
know." 

"I  s'pose  so."  Gosh,  it  was  nice  to  have 
an  understanding  person  like  her  around. 
She  wasn't  even  mad  cause  I'd  ditched  her. 
I  was  reckless.  "Won't  you  go  me  again, 
Kay?     I'll  do  better  next  time." 

"Sorry,"  she  said  triumphantly.  "But 
you're  too  late." 

There  in  her  coat  collar  gleamed  Bill's 
T.  Z.  A.  pin.  It  was  just  another  formal 
after  all. 

Miriam  Whitehead. 


Jerry 
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Your  Aunt  Polly  has  been  bribed. 
The  junior  president  and  social  chair- 
man, having  discovered  the  identity  of 
your  correspondent,  promised  her  the 
dirt  on  the  junior  prom  on  the  provision 
that  their  names  be  omitted  from  this 
page  henceforth.  Therefore  we  are  able 
to  present  a  few  choice  items  relative  to 
that  great  affair — and  if  you  will  watch 
carefully  the  breath  of  scandal  will  not 
touch — by  name — either  of  the  two  fel- 
low conspirators. 


Paul  Engelbretzin  and  Sam  Harris,  a 
couple  of  irresponsible  Dee-youths,  were 
seen  caressing  the  young  bronze  lady  who 
was  standing  in  front  of  the  gym  on  the 
night  of  prom,  just  as  she  stands  there 
every  other  night. 


Sam  Givens'  hopes  were  dashed  to  the 
ground  at  the  last  minute  by  the  action 
of  the  Pi  Phi-Sig  Alph-Phi  Psi  sweet- 
heart. Tough  luck,  Sammy.  Perhaps 
Vesper  Getman  is  amenable  to  reason. 


The  prom  committee  announces  a  net 
profit  of  over  five  hundred  dollars.  It 
has  been  suggested  that  this  sum  be  the 
foundation  of  the  sinking  fund  for  the 
expenses  of  a  committee  to  discover  some- 
thing for  Purple  Key  to  do. 

Somehow  stiff  shirts  and  formal 
dresses — we  girls  must  be  careful — cut 
down  the  rough  stuff  on   the  night  of 

the  prom.    But  Sat-      

urday  night  was  an- 
other story. 

The  leaders  of  the 
prom  at  the  conclu- 
sion of  a  personal 
survey,  report  that 
no  couples  were  seen 
in  the  upper  stories  of  any  fraternity 
houses.  (The  Alpha  Gammas  can  rest 
in  peace  ;  they  have  not  been  discovered.) 


Deans  Robnett  and  Armstrong  hap- 
pened inadvertently  into  the  Scribbler 
house  at  the  exact  moment  that  they  were 
having  difficulties  with  their  lighting  sys- 
tem. Fortunately  the  Scribblers  are 
taught   to   see    in   the   dark   from   earlv 
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pledgehood,  and  have  but  little  trouble 
navigating  from  the  arm  chair  to  lounge 
to  the  phone  booth  at  their  dances. 

The  brothers  of  Phi  Kappa  Sigma 
pulled  through  without  throwing  a  wa- 
ter fight  as  is  their  wont  on  occasions  of 
this  sort.  The  Beta  he-men  scorned  such 
youthful  pleasures  and  spent  the  evening 
in  studying. 


Famous  Cases 


Edelv 


Forces  both  for  good  and  better 
When  Martin-Sargent  get  together. 


And  the  fondest  pair  we  know — 
Carl  Zeigler  and  his  Jo. 


Gleich  and  Dillon  are  two  more 
Whom  we're  always  rooting  for. 


Poor-Fish  Givens  is  all  in, 
Chasing  'round  here  for  his  Finn. 


Fastest  track-men  always  trip, 
Johnny  Gorby  chases  Kipp. 


Famous  too  are  Walsh  and  Creal, 
We  all  know  how  they  must  feel. 


Kirk  Earnshaw  is  Strong  for  someone- 
Strange  to  say  she's  not  a  dumb  one ! 


Here  we  have  some  Chinese  mating, 
Chink  and  Cooley  now  are  dating. 


Gilchrist-Rooney,  classic  couple, 
On  this  campus  have  no  double. 


There's  another  fine  example, 
But  for  this  time,  this  is  ample. 

(See  You  Later.) 


It  is  rumored  that  John  Doe,  a  stu- 
dent of  Northwestern,  humorously 
dubbed  Putnam  by  his  Phi  Delt  brothers, 
was  detained  by  the  local  constabulary 
for  blacking  the  eye  of  a  member  of  said 
force.  Squee-jee  Ware  saved  the  day 
for  Meda  Sharon — but  it  is  said  tha' 
Miss  Sharon  had  bribed  the  police  in  the 
first  place. 


The  boys  of  Deru  know  no  leniency 
in  the  matter  of  one  of  its  honored  few 
breaking  any  tradition.  One  of  the  fair 
ones,  forgetting  seemingly  the  "no-date- 
at-game"  tradition,  found  himself  swim- 
ming a  bit  too  fully  clad  directly  after 
appearing  late  for  meeting  after  the  Ohio 
game.  What  these  Delta  Gammas  will 
do  to  men ! 


In  addition  to  the  prom,  Christmas 
was  held  during  the  last  month.  This, 
too,  was  an  expensive  affair,  but  enjoyed 
by  all  despite  the 
fact  that  some  of  our 
happy  group  had  un- 
official flu.  Nearly 
everyone  went  home, 
but  a  few  persons 
were  forced  to  re- 
main in  Evanston  to 
watch  the  Dart- 
mouth chappies  and  Red  Woodworth 
play  at  being  society  boys. 


All  of  the  fraternity  and  sorority 
houses  celebrated  with  Christmas  din- 
ners, except  for  the  A.  O.  Pi's,  all  of 
whom  do  not  observe  the  day.  Mary 
Henderson,  former  freshman  and  prom- 
inent hanger-on,  is  said  to  have  received 
some  strange  gift  at  the  D.  G.  affair. 
The  gift,  it  is  reported,  was  quite  signifi- 
cant and  its  dirtiness  was  exceeded  only 
by  its  subtlety.  But  then,  you  know 
those  Delta  Gammas.  The  same  group 
presented  their  house  mother  with  a  pint 
of  likker.  It  all  goes  back  to  a  bottle 
discovered  by  that  esteemed  lady  after 
one  of  the  open  houses.  Wondering  how 
to  dispose  of  such  a  scandalous  object, 
she  gave  it  to  Janet  Kimbark,  who  threw 
bottle  and  contents  away.    Likell,  likell. 


Skipper  Savage,  no  relation  to  the 
Ware  of  that  name,  continues  to  hold 
the  leading  hand  in  the  strange  affairs  of 
the  sophomore  class.  He  has,  being  of 
the  Lost  Tribe  of  Monocoans,  supervised 
the  election  of  two  Tri-Delts  to  the  of- 
fice of  social  chairman  of  his  class.  It 
is  to  be  hoped  that  he  will  have  better 
luck  with  the  newly  elected  unknown — 
a  junior  or  senior  it  is  said — than  he  did 
with  the  lamented  and  beautiful  Miss 
Burrell. 


Word  also  reaches  us  that  Ed  Martin 
has  gone  into  the  railroad  business.  One 
could  almost  say  that  he  has  been  made 
a  Sargent,  but  then  a  pun  is  a  very  low 
form  of  humor  and  scorned  by 

Junt  Polly. 


PURPLE 
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"May  I  kiss  you?" 

"What  do  you   think  I'm   waiting  for,  a   street  car?" 


Style  Plus 

For  centuries  when  e'er  we'd  dress  in 
semi-formal  white  and  black  we'd  grab 
a  shirt  and  barely  press  in  through  the 
frontal,  hard  edged  crack ;  but  the  clever 
Tux  designers  have  remade  those  vest 
reliners,  stiff  front  shirts  that  always 
bind  us,  so  they  open  up  the  back.  It 
may  be  a  generation  or  it  may  be  just  a 
year  when  these  schemes  of  penetration 
t'other  fashioners  appear,  then  our  coats 
and  vests  and  sweaters  where  we  proudly 
show  our  letters,  and  the  coon  skins  of 
our  betters  will  be  entered  from  the  rear. 
If  the  many  fashions  waver,  many  more 
traditions  drop,  we  will  find  new  things 
to  favor  every  time  we  go  to  shop ;  side 
doors  on  our  socks  and  footwear,  gloves 
with  zippers  up  the  back,  dear,  and  our 
caps,  chapeaux,  and  headgear  we  will 
jump  in  through  the  top.  But  there's 
one  thing  I'm  afraid  of,  if  the  haberdash- 
ers got  'em  and  I  found  the  man  who 
made  'em  I'd  be  sure  to  wish  I'd  shot 
'im;  for  we  laugh  no  more  at  slickers 
but  we  couldn't  suppress  snickers  if  they 
made  a  pair  of  knickers  that  were  entered 
from  the  bottom. 


"Lissen,  yuh  black  chink  of  nuthin'!" 
answered  Sam,  snatching  at  something 
lodged  between  his  shoulder  blades,  "Jes' 
ask  de  man  what  hones  one!" 


And  did  you  recover  the  loss? 
Naw.     It  never  was  covered. 


Among  My  Souvenirs 

(J  la  The  Post-Prom  Janitor) 

I  Combination  bottle  opener  and  cork- 
screw. 

3  Compacts,  good  condition. 

6  Odd  cuff  links,  and  one  rear  collar 
button. 

I  Compact,  stepped  on,  with  mirror 
broken. 

I  Combination  pocket  knife  and  cork- 
screw. 

I   Pair  white  silk  gloves. 

9  Patent   studs. 

I  Combination  fountain  pen  and  cork- 
screw. 

3  Odd  gloves. 

91   Grimy  dance  programs. 
I   Bushel  discarded  corsages. 

1  Combination    shoe-horn    and 

screw. 

4  Lipsticks. 

2  Silk  mufflers. 
17  Small  white  handkerchiefs. 
93   Discarded    bottles    and    flasks 

combined  dregs  of  which  make  al 
most  two  quarts. 
I   Old  fashioned  corkscrew. 

P.  C. 


cork- 


the 


"Name  please?" 
"Abraham  Lincoln. 
"Address?" 
"Gettysburg." 


Business  note : 
sound. 


Metal  outlook  still  is 


Owed  to  Beauty 

We  wandered  down  where  the  stream 
flowed  by. 

Under  the  low,  stone  bridge 

We  strolled  along  'neath  a  moon-lit  sky 

In  the  shade  of  a  mountain  ridge. 
We  smiled  at  the  splash  a  brook  trout 

made 

Jumped  at  a  cry  forlorn 

We  stopped  to  love  at  a  rose  cascade 

And  damn  it I  sat  on  a  thorn. 

D.ff^. 


I'll  gouge  him  out  of  fifty  grand,  tho 
he's  known  for  his  parsimony." 


About  Cats 

The  cat  was  out — both  of  the  bag,  and 

also  after  him. 
So  that  disillusioned  Greek  was  forced  to 

save  his  life  and  limb 
And  mount  his  horses — yclept  sea-horses, 

since  they  sailed  the  sea, 
And  hie  for  Rome;  but,  though  he  died, 

dough  ne'er  he  paid  to  she. 


"What's  delaying  the  circus?" 

"Oh,  the  leading  lady   has  forgotten   her 
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Exclu 


SCRAWL 

Scrawl  is  no  more.  That  sad  news 
came  just  in  time  for  us  to  carry  it  home 
Christmas  vacation.  We  thought  about 
it  a  lot  during  those  two  weeks  and  we've 
come  back  with  some  definite  opinions. 

When  one  thinks  of  some  of  the  stuff 
that  wended  its  way  into  the  pages  of  our 
hterary  magazine  we  begin  to  feel  as 
though  the  Board  of  Publications  was 
absolutely  right  in  ruling  it  out.  Too 
frequently,  we  believe,  young  folks  like 
ourselves  become  enamored  with  the  idea 
of  attracting  attention  to  their  intel- 
lectual powers.  What  is  a  better  way 
than  to  drag  into  bold  print,  matters  of 
sex,  or  words  refuting  authority?  Seem- 
ingly, there  is  no  better  way.  The  ironi- 
cal Poe  did  it  and  achieved  what  he  set 
out  to  do.  Mencken,  the  much-quoted 
Mencken  has  done  it,  and  his  success 
need  not  be  related  here.  Sinclair  Lewis, 
Upton  Sinclair,  George  Jean  Nathan  and 
a  host  of  others  have  also  found  it  profit- 
able to  open  up  morbid  thoughts  and  put 
them  upon  paper. 

But,  in  a  sense  we  here  at  the  univer- 
sity cannot  do  what  Mencken  and  Lewis 
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are  doing.  They  need  neither  look  to 
left  nor  right  in  writing  their  blasphe- 
mous words  while  we,  as  students  of 
Northwestern  must  look  to  its  effect 
upon  our  school.  Perhaps,  some  will 
scoff  at  that  statement  and  claim  it  fool- 
ishness or  childish,  but  it  isn't.  Every- 
thing we  at  Northwestern  do,  be  it  good 
or  bad,  is  the  basis  of  some  judgment  of 
the  school.     It's  bound  to  be,  for  we  are 


integral  parts  of  the  whole  machinery. 
Consequently,  when  a  magazine  goes  out 
into  the  mail,  bearing  the  name  of  North- 
western University,  it  should  be  a  maga- 
zine which  truly  represents  the  spirit  of 
the  school.  We  do  not  believe  that 
Scrawl  did  that.  Some  of  the  stuff  was 
absolutely  injurious,  and  proved  to  be 
merely  an  effervescence  of  adolescence. 
It  did  not  ring  true.  It  was  not  the 
thought  of  Northwestern  students ;  it 
was   merely  the  mutterings  of   a  very. 


very  few  who  wished  to  Menckenize 
themselves  into  a  very  flickering  light 
of  fame. 

But,  all  in  all,  we  are  sorry  that 
Scrawl  is  no  more.  We  are  sorry,  too, 
that  Northwestern  men  and  women  have 
not  supported  the  little  magazine  and 
shown,  by  their  expressions  of  approval 
or  disapproval,  which  kind  of  text  was 
most  desirable  to  read.  In  a  great  meas- 
ure we  cannot  blame  the  editors ;  largely, 
the  reason  for  the  failure  of  our  youngest 
periodical  was  the  fact  that  Northwest- 
ern people  were  not  interested  enough  in 
the  literature  of  the  campus,  to  support 
a  literary  magazine.  It  is  a  shame  that 
this  is  true.  It  tells  us  once  again  that 
our  school  has  many  years  to  grow. 

Before  we  conclude,  let  us  remark  that 
we  believed  that  under  the  editorship  of 
Miss  Chase,  Scraivl  would  have  found 
the  right  road.  The  second  issue,  with 
the  possible  exception  of  the  "Collegiana" 
pages  showed  progress  in  that  direction. 
Also,  let  us  say,  that  in  make-up,  in  ap- 
pearance, and  in  the  qualiti,'  of  many  of 
the  articles  which  appeared  within  its 
pages,  Scrati'l  was  in  a  class  by  itself  in 
comparison   with   other  college   literary 
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periodicals.  Also,  let  us  say,  that  we 
hope  that  in  the  very  near  future  Scrawl 
will  once  more  appear,  this  time  with  a 
vigorous  business  manager  and  with  a 
new  consciousness  that  it  is  representa- 
tive of  Northwestern  University. 


THE  BASKETBALL 

SEASON 

Already  the  basketball  season  is  well 
on  its  way.  At  the  time  of  this  writing 
the  first  two  league  games  have  gone  by 


the  board  and  have  found  the  Wildcats 
the  underdog  each  time.  It  is  a  shame 
that  bad  luck  should  have  come  to  us  so 
early  in  the  season,  for  ahead  is  one  of 
the  stiftest  schedules  that  any  college 
team  ever  had.  Let  us  hope  that  we  will 
begin  to  find  our  pre-season  form  when 
we  knocked  off  Pitt,  Notre  Dame,  Penn 
State  and  Wabash. 


Booing  at  our  basketball  games  has  de- 
creased a  whole  lot  but  we  still  find  rem- 


nants of  the  old  ugly  spirit  cropping  out 
every  once  in  a  while.  It  is  ugly;  it  is 
unsportsmanlike,  and  we  should  quit  it. 
If  the  man  next  to  you  starts  it,  quiet 
him  by  reminding  him  that  it  isn't  the 
sport  code  ive  are  trjang  to  practice. 
Games,  then,  will  be  more  pleasant  to 
attend. 


THE  MUSICAL  COMEDT 

A  long  time  ago,  oh,  a  very,  very  long 
time  ago,  a  revivalist  meeting  was  held  to 
bring  back  an  organization  on  this 
campus  similar  to  the  old  "Hermit  and 
Crow"  club  which  ran  our  men's  musical 
comedies.  Plans  went  ahead,  a  book  was 
written,  songs  were  written  and  every- 
thing seemingly  was  going  along  okey 
until  the  faculty  all  of  a  sudden  made  it 
understood  that  a  rebirth  of  that  or- 
ganization which  had  died  with  "no  odor 
of  sanctity"  was  not  favorably  thought 


of;  it  was  a  blow,  indeed.  Many  folks 
thought  such  an  organization  would  be 
well  received  by  all,  save,  of  course,  some 
of  the  faculty.  Consequently,  plans  be- 
gan to  be  laid  with  the  express  purpose 
of  showing  the  faculty  where  it  was 
wrong  in  its  attitude.  Almost,  it  seemed, 
success  was  attained ;  but  only  almost. 
For  after  this  year  and  more  of  working 
a  new  plan  arose  that  surpassed  it  in 
practically  every  way.  Somewhere, 
someone  suggested  a  combine  with  the 


W.A.A.  show ;  and  the  faculty  roared  its 
approval,  and  the  W.A.A.  smiled  gladly 
at  the  very  mention  of  the  words. 

And  so  we  are  to  have  a  musical 
comedy  after  all.  And  it  is  to  be  dif- 
ferent than  anything  any  college  has  ever 
attempted.  It  is  to  be  a  tremendous  proj- 
ect worthy  of  the  support  of  every  man 
and  woman  on  campus.  Calls  for  posi- 
tions will  soon  be  heard.  Get  out  and 
support  it ! 

jr.  H.  Fetridge. 


Waiter:     "Coffee  or  tea,  sir?" 
Waitee:     "Coffee  without  cream." 
Waiter:     "You'll  have  to  take  that 
coffee  without  milk,  we're  out  of  cream." 


Executioner  (to  dentist  on  electric 
chair)  :  "Hold  still  now.  This  won't 
hurt — at  least  not  very  much — and  in  a 
few  seconds  it  will  be  all  over." 


Then  there's  the  Scotch  sheik  who 
gave  his  sweetie  moth  balls  to  put  in  her 
hope  chest. 


THREE   SHORT  RINGS  AND  A 
LONG  ONE 

"We  are  now  passing  the  most  famous 
brewery  in  Berlin,"  explained  the  guide. 

"We  are  not,"  replied  the  American 
tourist,  as  he  hopped  off  the  bus. 


Although  there  are  many  diseases 
prevalent  in  the  country,  by  far  the  com- 
monest is  high-blonde  pressure. 


He:     "I'm  choking!" 
She:     "Cnn't  I  help  you?' 


It's  the  little  things  that  bother  us — 
You  can  sit  on  a  mountain,  but  not  on  a 
tack! 


MS) 


'm^ 


POLLY'S  CRACKERS 

The  story,  sub,  of  the  month  is  by  one  Miriam  M'hitehead.  Yas  suh,  and  it  am  a  humdinger  if  dere  ever  was  one.  Hook, 
Line  and  Sinker  has  proven  itself  to  be  one  of  the  best  of  the  collegiate  stories  that  we  have  come  across  in  our  few  years  of 
assiduous  (ahem)  reading.  It  has  style,  flavor,  character,  lightness,  ah,  ah, — ah,  and  lots,  oh  lots  of  other  things.  You'll 
really  like  it  like  the  deuce.  And  Miriam?  ....  Just  a  sophomore  in  the  school  of  Journalism,  one  with  ambitions  to 
write  professionally  some  day  not  far  in  the  future.  More  than  that,  she's  cousin  to  our  staff  artist  Caroline  Whitehead, 
wears  a  Kappa  Delt  pin  ....  no,  she  says  one  pin  is  enough.  ...  is  just  as  sweet  as  she  kin  be,  and,  and  ....  well, 
that's  enough,  save,  you'll  hear  from  her  again,  verra'  verra'  soon.     Uh  huh  1 

l^ed  Fleming,  a  thrilling  name,  isn't  it,  girls  ?  He  is  the  guy  wot  wrote  the  death  notice  on  Scrawl.  Surely,  one  should 
know  lots  more  about  him.  Wal,  in  the  first  place,  he's  down  at  the  Law  School.  In  the  second  place  he's  originally  from 
Dartmouth  ....  aw,  no,  he's  alright  even  so  ....  in  the  third  place  he  wears  two  keys.  Phi  Beta  Kappa  and,  if  you 
please,  the  Kappa  ....  no,  maybe  we  shouldn't  say  that.  Anyway,  we'd  like  you  to  know  that  he  is  one  of  the  authors 
of  "Good  Morning,  Glory,"  the  musical  comedy  to  be  produced  here  at  school  this  semester.  Also,  mebbe  j'ou'd  be  inter- 
ested to  know  that  he's  written  professionally,  is  associate  editor  of  the  Parrot,  is  a  Democrat  and  dates  Alpha  Xis.  Don't 
that  tell  a  graphic  story,  huh?  And  while  your  at  it,  read  his  How  to  Make  a  Million  Dollars  which  appears  somewhere  in 
this  issue.    You'll  like  it! 
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"He  asked  me  if  he  could  see  me  home?" 

'What  did  you  say?" 

"Told  him  I'd  send  him  a  picture  of  it." 


Interviews  of  Famous 
People 

The  Politician 

Q.    What  are  politics? 

A.  Government  of,  by  and  for  the 
People. 

Q.    And  what  is  a  politician? 

A.    A  faithful  servant  of  the  people. 

Q.    And  his  duties? 

A.  Personal  sacrifice  for  the  common 
good. 

Q.  The  People  —  are  they  always 
right? 

A.    Always. 

Q.  Are  you  willing  to  trust  the  Peo- 
ple? 

A.    Absolutely ! ! 

Q.    Always  ? 

A.    Always ! 

Q.  Oh,  Mister,  won't  you  please  open 
up  a  book  shop  or  a  lunch  room  about 
four  blocks  this  side  of  town? 

A.    %t%&$!@c?(&%i:$l! 

P.C. 


Prof:  Let's  have  the  distinction  be- 
tween "nice"  and  "good." 

Stiide:  If  she  won't  she's  nice.  If  she 
will  she's  good.  But  who  ever  heard  of 
a  "nice"  girl  getting  anywhere  except  in 
fairy  tales? 


ROUGH  STUFF 
He  (caressing  her) — "Darling — " 
She — "What  do  you  think  you  are: 
An  osteopath?" 
14 


American  (at  a  Scottish  football 
game):  "Why  don't  they  start?  They 
ought  to  have  kicked  off  an  hour  ago" 

Scotty:  "Aye,  something  serious  has 
happened." 

American:  "No  one  hurt,  was 
there?" 

Scotty :  "Worse  than  that.  They 
canna  find  the  penny  they  tossed  up  wi'." 


Clara  Bow 


Taking  Direction  From  a  Director 
"Now  Clara,  smile  up  at  him  .... 
slow  ....  twist  the  corner  of  your 
lips  ....  begin  to  put  on  the  power 
.  .  .  .  a  couple  more  volts  ....  look 
down,  now,  then  up  through  your  lashes 
....  a  couple  more  amperes  now  .... 
that's  it  ...  .  now  approach  him  .... 
sinuously  ....  damn  it,  I  said  sinu- 
ously, sort  of  inviting  but  not  fatal  .... 
that's  it  ...  .  warmer  now  ....  put 
your  arms  about  him  ....  a  few  more 

watts Henri !    Don't  faint .... 

hold  him  up  for  God's  sake,  Clara  .... 
quick  now,  give  him  the  works  1  That's 
right,  register  It!  Now  register  Those! 
Kiss  him  ....  hold  him  up.  Henri! 
snap  out  of  it!     Now's  the  time,  Clara! 


cut!     Cut,    I 


say 


Once   more    . 

Clara!     Stop!     Pull  her  off,  somebody! 
Now  the  ammonia  for  Henri !  Ah  .  .  .  . 
too  bad  ....  look  at  his  hair  turning 
grey.    Bow,  you've  electrocuted  him ! 
D.PF. 


"The  fire  light  flickered  in  the  grate, 
The  lights  burned   low,   the  hour  was 

late, 
And  still  they  sat  in  blissful  state, 
A  tale  of  love  unfolding. 

He  took  her  gently  on  his  lap. 
When  at  the  door  he  heard  a  rap, 
And  Papa,  like  a  thunder  clap. 
Yelled,  'Fifteen  yards  for  holding.'  " 


The  elevated  guard  accidentally  calls  a  station  distinctly 
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Now,  off-hand,  this  wouldn't  seem  to 
be  the  place  to  review  a  show  like  the 
State  and  Congress,  but  the  fact  that 
many  college  youths  frequent  the  show, 
in  company  with  Chinks,  Negroes, 
Dagoes,  and  trash,  would  make  it  seem 
more  logical.    Here  it  is,  anyway. 

How  the  deuce  that  south  side  show 

gets  away  with  it,  I  don't  know.     They 

never  change  the  bill,  in  reality.     The 

first   trip    there   my 

Li^.  freshman   year  —  at 

y  which  time  I  thought 

LjiZyfCl I  '*■  ^°'-  ^'•'^^ — showed 

___  nothing     different 

WdfC  '     from  what   I   saw 

my  Sophomore  year. 
Junior  year,   or   even   the   other   night. 

They  follow  the  same  procedure. 
First  they  have  an  episode  which  merely 
kills  time  before  they  bring  out  the 
"dancing"  girls.  Then  some  big,  full- 
limbed  woman  will  stride  out  on  the 
stage  and  screech  the  chorus  to  a  song  hit. 
She  wears  lots  of  clothes  at  this  appear- 
ance, and  most  of  them  are  centered 
about  her  neck  and  shoulders.  This 
lady  marches  across  the  stage  several 
times  with  no  particular  display  of  any- 
thing, and  then  the  chorus  comes  on. 
This  numbers  about  twelve  poorly 
matched  girls.  They  don't  do  much  ex- 
cept march  about  a  bit.  Then  the  lights 
dim,  and  a  spot  follows  the  full-limbed 
girl  around.  She  does  a  chorus  and  dis- 
appears pulling  off  some  garment.  The 
subsequent  applause  brings  her  back  for 
another  howling  session,  and  once  more 
she  disappears,  depriving  herself  of  an- 
other garment.  This  chase  keeps  up  for 
enough  encores  to  make  you  forever  hate 
the  song-hit  which  is  being  played,  while 
the  applause  grows  each  time  the  F.  L. 
girl  appears.  Finally  she  comes  to  the 
end  of  her  stunt.  She  prances  out  with 
a  flimsy  covering  over  the  more  salient 
parts,  and  then  vanishes,  to  appear  no 
more — alas,  alas. 

After  being  a  bum,  we  went  to  see  the 
Pulitzer  Prize  play.  In  Abraham's 
Bosom,  which  is  nestled  in  the  Playhouse. 
We  had  avoided  this  until  it  remained 
the  very  last  show  in  town,  because  its 
name  sounded  so  uninteresting,  and  be- 
cause it  carried  a  Negro  cast,  for  we 
thought  we  had  seen  the  best  thing  the 


Negro  race  had  to  offer  in  Porgy.  But 
we  were  mistaken. 

This  show  is  beautifully  staged,  beau- 
tifully acted,  and  perfectly  written.  It  is 
done  in  seven  scenes  which  are  every  one 
splendid,  and  the  interest  carries  from 
one  to  the  other.  By  no  means  avoid 
the  show  like  we  did.  If  it  is  still  in 
town  when  Polly  mentions  it,  gallop 
right  down ;  and  we  would  almost  dare 
to  offer  money  back  if  you  don't  like  it. 

The  spirituals  in  Porgy  were  much 
better,  but  the  acting  in  the  two  shows, 
and  the  plots,  are  on  a  par.  Really  now, 
don't  miss  this  one,  or  the  Front  Page. 

Now  that  Front  Page  is  a  queer  thing 
to  judge.     There's  no  doubt  that  you'll 


like  it,  because  it  has  action,  tensity,  at- 
mosphere, direction  and  dandy  staging. 
About  the  only  thing  which  can  be  said 
of  it,  not  necessarily  in  rebuke,  is  that 
the  plot  is  everything.  The  actors  per- 
form so  smoothly  that  you  are  hardly 
aware  that  they  are  acting,  but  after  all, 
they  are  mere  machines  which  grind  out 
MacArthur  and  Hecht's  words. 

And  as  for  words,  there  are  plenty  of 
them !  There  are  so  many  of  them  that 
you  can't  possibly  catch  more  than  half 
the  first  time  you  visit  the  Erlanger. 
There  are  also  some  damn'  good  swear- 
words. What  Price  Glory  is  a  cut-rate 
vehicle  when  it  comes  to  cuss-words, 
You  can  not  honestly  call  the  show  dirty 
because  it  is  real.  If  anything  has  filth, 
then,  it  is  the  life  which  the  show  por 
trays.  These  reporters  on  Chicago  papers 
must  lead  breathless  and  besmudged  lives 

I  don't  care  what  your  tastes  in  the 
theater  are,  or  whether  you  have  no  taste 
for  it,  you're  bound  to  like  this  show 
That's  why  the  authors  wrote  it  as  they 
did. 

If  you  want  a  comfortable,  cheap  seat 
in  a  good  little  theater,  try  The  Shannons 
of  Broadway  at  the  Cort.  It  is  a  story 
of  vaudeville  actors — another  story  since 
we've  had  books,  movies  and  even  Excess 


Baggage — and  it  is  somewhat  the  same. 
Gladys  and  Harry  Tyler  do  good  work 
in  the  leading  roles;  there  is  a  lot  of 
human  interest  in  the  thing;  some  right 
excellent  direction  except  in  the  last  half 
of  the  last  act — and  it  is  altogether  a 
decent  little  American  comedy,  such  as 
all  those  are  which  enter  the  doors  of  the 
Cort.  You'll  like  the  show  all  right 
— really  enjoy  it  while  you  are  there,  but 
as  soon  as  the  curtain  goes  down  you 
will  begin  to  lose  the  feeling  of  the  show. 
See  it  after  you've  seen  the  rest. 

We  could  write  a  red-hot  criticism  of 
Barry's  show  with  Madge  Kennedy 
Paris  Bound  which  we  saw  last  night, 
but  it  will  be  gone  and  forgotten  when 
this  appears.  We  might  say  that  it  is 
typically  Barry's,  in  that  the  lines  are 
brilliantly  clever,  the  dialogue  smooth 
and  high-class,  with  the  characters  abso- 
lutely unreal  minus  the  slightest  trace  of 
human  interest.  The  direction  is  rotten, 
and  Hopkins  did  a  mighty  bad  job  of 
staging.  The  show  doesn't  deserve  to 
live,  though  you  like  it  while  they're  put- 
ting it  on. 

Mary  Dugan  is  still  going  through  her 
trials  at  the  Adelphi.  She's  been  doing 
it  since  August,  the  management  informs 
us,  and  so  it  MUST  be  good !  Well,  it's 
good,  if  you  care  for  that  type  of  stuff. 
It's  thrilling,  and  you  feel  for  Mary 
when  the  dirty  lawyers  pull  their  antics. 
It's  a  pretty  fair  show  to  see  once,  but 
twice  would  be  too  often.  I  use  that  as 
a  criterion ;  if  a  show  is  so  good  that  you 
feel  you'd  like  to  see  it  again,  on  leaving 
the  first  time,  then  it  must  be  a  real 
show ! 

Blossom  Time  is  once  more  blossoming 
forth  in  the  Studebaker.  It's  just  as 
good  or  better  than  ever.  It  continues 
to  live  and  prosper.  Think  of  the  fate 
of  Manhattan  Mary,  Nobody's  Girl,  etc., 
if  they  tried  to  make  a  yearly  stand  here! 
Think  of  it  and  shudder! 

That's  all  for  this  time.  There's  a 
lull  in  the  theater  right  now,  but  by  the 
time  this  is  read  the  town  will  be  lousy 
with  new  shows.  We'll  rave  on  about 
them,  when  the  opportunity  comes.  But 
with  a  sly  word  or  two  to  ST.  NICK 
we'll  be  all  equipped  with  opera  glasses 
of  strong  power.  With  these  we  should 
be  as  well  situated  as  the  critics  who 
elect  to  sit  on  the  main  floor  rather  than 
in  the  gallery.  We'll  be  able  to  pick 
out  a  lot  more  faults  if  we  have  these 
glasses. 

So,  if  it's  the  faults  you  want,  you'll 


get  'em ! 
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"Juan,  where  were  you  horn?" 

"In  a  hospital." 

"Carramba!     What  was  wrong  with  you?" 


Low  Down 

He  was  the  man  who  was  going  to 
hear  the  story  about  the  Chicago  River, 
but  it  was  too  dirty ;  and  they  were  tell- 
ing him  the  yarn  of  the  dusty  window, 
but  he  couldn't  see  thru  it ;  and  he  would 
have  heard  the  latest  side  splitter  about 
Fords,  but  it  wasn't  out  yet ;  and  he  al- 
most guessed  why  George  Washington 
was  like  a  man  with  a  pot  of  glue  in  his 
hand,  but  the  glue  bothered  him,  and  he 
got  stuck  on  it ;  and  he  was  the  man 
— heck,  he  was  an  archangel  to  stand 
all  that! 


ABOUT  SEATS 


Prof:    Haven't  you  got  a  seat? 
Stude:    Oh,  yes,  sir,  but  I  can't  find 
a  place  to  put  it. 


Style  Note:    Pants  will  be  worn  this 
season  as  usual. 
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Song  for  Prom  Night  Only 

(To   the   Tune  of  Jingle  Bells) 
Orchestra — Orchestra — play  on  all  the 

night — • 
There  are  yet  a  couple  hours  before  it 

will  get  light — 
Dancers,  dance  —  find  romance  —  while 

you're  growing  tight — 
Stand  up  straight  and  brace  your  knees — 

Fight,  Northwestern,  Fight! 

D.  W. 


SPEAKING  OF  ANIMALS 
Worse  Half:    "Good  heavens,  Mary, 
did    you    buy    more    of    that    worthless 
stock?     You   know   it's   a   'White   Ele- 
phant.' " 

Better  Ditto:  "Not  this  time,  dear, 
I  got  some  perfectly  wonderful  shares  of 
'Wildcat.'  " 


Creditor:    What  did  ya  do  with  that 
bill  I  give  ya? 

Congressman :    Tabled  it. 


Two  Advertising  Men  Con- 
verse as  Their  Wives 
Cook  Supper 

"Have  you  seen  this  new  musical  com- 
edy "Gay  Girl's  Garter?" 

"I  have.  I  think  it  a  stupendous  pro- 
duction. It  has  charm  and  distinction. 
And  the  leading  lady,  Ganzi,  is  perfect. 
She  couldn't  speak  a  word  of  English 
six  months  ago,  and  now  ....  look  at 
her! 

"True.  She  has  that  charm,  that  ap- 
peal, that  silent,  insidious  something, 
which  both  attracts  and  repels.  And  then 
she  is  built  .  .  .  ." 

"Body    by    Fischer Exactly! 

The  new,  improved  polish  which  she  has 
donned  makes  her  practically  irresistible. 
She  has  the  skin  you  love  to  see  shining 
in  the  searching  gaze  of  the  spotlights." 

"And  her  shoes.  Did  you  notice  her 
shoes  ? — Arch  up,  proud  as  a  queenly  foot 
should  be." 

"Her  teeth!  Flashing,  white — irre- 
sistible!" 

"I  thought  it  a  superb  performance." 

"Simply  astounding !  A  new  twinkling 
star  in  the  great  modern  galaxy!  Did 
they  call  dinner?" 

D.  P.  Ware. 


Too  High  Powered 

A  negro  was  whitewashing  a  fence. 
A  passerby  watched  him  for  a  while  and 
asked,  "Sam,  why  don't  you  get  a  brush 
with  more  bristles  on  it;  you  could  do 
twice  as  much  work." 

"Yassuh,  but  ah  ain't  got  twice  as 
much  wu'k  to  do !" 


"I  see  you  have  a  sale  of  furs.     Fire 
sale?" 

"No,  mange." 
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"Do  you  let  men  love  you?" 
"No,    but    .    .    .    ah    .    .    .    I'm    not    very 
strong." 


Party  Night 

Night 
Moon 
Party  and  this. 

Kiss 
Bliss 
Heaven  if  ever. 

Dance 

Trance 

Life  with  a  kick. 

Wine 

Gin 

Bad  for  the  liver. 

Bench 

Arms 

Ever  entangling. 

Car 

Park 

A  little  necking. 

Home 

Steps 

Never  forgotten 

Sleep 

Dreams 

Gallahad  becking. 

George  Broide. 


Jack :    He  uses  his  brains  a  lot. 
Jill:   What  for,  to  grow  hair? 


1st:   Going  to  basket  ball  tonight? 
2nd:   Oh,  no,  I  don't  dance. 


Wrestling  Coach :  Where  did  you  get 
that  hold? 

Wrestler  (blushingly)  :    I  got  a  girl. 


MOURNERS'  ROW 


Chapel  Hour  talk  has  been  suspended 
a  bit  and  now  we  are  back  again,  push- 
ing and  shoving  each  other  around  the 
fountain  rock  in  front  of  U.  H.  and  say- 
ing things  about  people  just  as  we  did 
in  the  old  days  when  we  could  duck  down 
into  the  basement  of  that  same  old  ark 
and  have  breakfast  between  ten  and  ten- 
thirty,  three  times  a  week. 

Sarcastic  English  professors,  it  seems, 
have  been  making  remarks  about  the  lyric 
qualities  being  developed  in  the  editorial 
columns  of  the 
Daily  Northwest- 
ern. The  power  of 
the  press,  says  some 
of  the  gossip  of 
Chapel  Hour,  is  as- 
suming emetic  char- 
acteristics, so  cloying 
and  yet  so  conscien- 
tiously futile  are  its  efforts  to  attain  cer- 
tain standardized  ends.  One  young  lady 
in  journalism  remarked  recently,  "Don't 
you  think  that  front  page  editorial  of 
Darrell  Ware's  was  just  darling?" 
Other  comments  seem  to  concur  in  that 
there  was  something  infinitely  sweet 
about  it,  so  brave,  so  dauntless  ^vas  its 
message  and  so  unbearably  damn-foolish. 

"A  Plea  for  Action"  —  the  lead  — 
"With  fifty  profs  suffering  from  colds 
and  deep  in  the  grippe  of  the  flu,  North- 
western struggles  valiantly  on!  It  is 
an  epic  of  heroism,  of  blind  determina- 
tion, which  is  being  enacted  under  our 
very  nose  we  might  say."  And  then  it 
goes  on  and  says  something  about  "each 
little  raindrop."  What  a  bold  stroke 
that  was !  How  that  must  have  aroused 
the  administration  and  caused  it  sleepless 
nights.  But  Chapel  Hour  called  it 
treachery. 

In  another  editorial  excrement  en- 
titled, "We  Have  Failed,"  the  writer 
lisps  something  about  the  "acid"  poured 
onto  the  sheets  of  the  Daily  concerning 
the  flu  hysteria. 

But  the  talk  of  Chapel  Hour  does  not 
stay  long  on  one  topic,  its  personnel 
changes  with  each  class  gong,  there  are 
remarks  concerning  the  whiskey-and- 
novel  complex  arising  in  the  English  fa- 


culty, hints  that  the  Phi  Mu  Delts  are 
going  national  and  Ed  Vanderwicken's 
"sick  bed"  stuff.  It  seems  that  Ed  is 
collecting  a  lot  of  lineage  for  his  memory 
book  on  the  Men's  Union  business.  Per- 
haps the  wranglers  will  get  Psi  Upsilon 
after  all,  but,  Ed,  what  are  the  rest  of 
the  boys  doing?  Jre  there  any  others? 
Philip  D.  Jordan  is  assistant  publicity 
director  for  the  University  and  an  in- 
structor in  History.  Only  two  years  re- 
moved from  graduation,  he  has  grown 
amazingly  in  dignity,  is  struggling  hard 
to  attain  portliness,  smokes  a  pipe  and 
carries  his  hands  behind  his  back  when 
walking  during  the  cold  weather.  It  is 
said  that  he  favors  the  salaam  over 
"Hareyu!" 

Many  persons  are  wondering  how  Roy 
Freund  is  faring  without  his  former  com- 
panion-in-sin,  Frank  Rettig.  This 
thought  recalls  those  victory  skirmishes 
after  political  coups  during  those  glorious 
years  when  "Freund  spoke  only  to  Ret- 
tig and  Rettig  spoke  only  to  God." 
(This  item  is  part  of  the  energetic 
Lambda  Chi  publicity  campaign.  For 
release  to  all  Hearst  papers  immediately 
upon  publication  in  the  PuRPLE  PAR- 
ROT.) 

But  there  is  real  juicy  fodder  for  the 
tongues  in  Chapel  Hour  concerning  the 
recent  demise  of  Scrawl.  The  current 
belief  is  that  it  is  financially  weak  and 
that  the  Board  of 
Publications  sus- 
pended it  perma- 
nently to  avoid  its 
sliding  further  into 
the  hole  it  seemed, 
according  to  their 
report,  to  be  headed 
for.  But  opinions 
have  been  expressed  that,  perhaps,  the 
spirits  of  DeVoto  and  Mencken  have 
influenced  Walliser  and  his  friends  a  bit 
in  the  compilation  of  their  efforts.  Per- 
haps the  members  of  the  Scrawl  staff 
have  been  a  bit  prone  to  be  a  little  queru- 
lous, a  little  too  inquisitive  and  sharply 
contradictory.  Perhaps,  but,  then,  of 
course,  perhaps  not. 

But  Chapel  Hour  doesn't  last  forever. 
the  deacon 
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"Bill  has  a  new  siren  for  his  car." 
"What  happened  to  his  blonde?" 


CHANNEL    STUFF 
First  Distance  Swimmer:    "There's  a 

rip  in  your  suit,  Honey." 

Second  Ditto:    "That  so?    Hand  me 

the  grease  gun,  will  you?" 


HOW  ABOUT  IT? 

First  Stude:  "What  made  you  take 
up  fencing,  of  all  things?" 

Second  Same:  "Just  the  reaction. 
Now.  I  can  have  all  the  cuts  I  want." 


Ques:   What's  the  difference  between 
"teddy"  and  a  "bloomer"? 
Ans :    Only  a  moment. 
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SILLY 

Young  Prof :  Why  don't  you  snap 
out  of  it  and  get  in  the  swim? 

Funny  One :  Can't,  sir,  I  catch  cold 
when  my  hair's  wet. 


First  Thief:  So  Bill's  selling  fly  pa- 
per? 

Second  Ditto:  Natural  talent.  You 
know  he  always  did  have  "sticky  fin- 
gers." 


Have  you  ever  noticed  how  many  mar- 
ried Brothers  have  switched  pins  to  the 
Rolling  kind? 


"The  Midnight  Ride  of 
Pauline  Revere" 

Listen  my  children  and  )'ou  shall  hear, 

Of  the  famous  wife  of  Paul  Revere, 

While  Paul  flivvered  out  on  his  midnight 
ride, 

Do  you  think  she  parked  by  the  old  fire- 
side? 

Emphatically  no,  but  like  a  modern  girl, 

She  busted  right  out  for  a  shimmie  whirl. 

She  parked  where  the  lights  were  glow- 
ing bright, 

To  do  a  few  slips  of  the  "Hold  Me 
Tight," 

She  copped  a  partner,  a  boy  from  college, 

Who  just  returned  from  a  hall  of  knowl- 
edge. 

With  a  bean  chuck  full  of  "mule"  and 
school. 

This  "rah  rah"  boy  was  a  dancing  fool; 

They  dangled  a  hoof  and.shook  them  all, 

From  the  "Front  Porch  Swing"  to  the 
"Downstairs  Hall," 

When  the  band  started  jazzing  that  song 
of  repose 

Of  "Just  Kiss  Me,  Doc,  and  Bum  All 
My  Clothes" 

They  would  clinch  and  grapple  in  vice- 
like embrace. 

And  he'd  plant  his  "map"  on  the  side  of 
her  face, 

With  his  right  "lunch  hook"  her  waist 
he'd  entwine, 

You'd  almost  think  he  was  massaging  her 
spine, 

And  thus  clamped  together  they  would 
tramp  and  trip 

And   shake   all   the   movements   of   the 
"Slovenly  Slip," 

The  "Kitchen  Sink"  and  the  "Box  Car 
Bump," 

The    "Cellar    Step"    and    the    "Public 
Dump," 

The  "Old  Board  Walk,"  and  the  "Attic 
Shiver," 

The  "Back  Yard  Dash"  and  the  "St. 
Vitus  Quiver," 

The  "Old  Milk  Shake"  and  the  "Slip- 
pery Slide," 

The  "Wormy  Wiggle"  and  the  "Peru- 
vian Glide," 

The  Moral  is  this:  "When  all's  said  and 
done. 

Why  go  to  a  dance,  when  5'ou  got  music 
at  home." 

Lyre. 


When  a  girl  wears  knee-length  red 
dresses,  increases  the  carmine  of  her 
mouth  and  smiles  at  every  male  in  the 
vicinity,  she  is  probably  getting  ready  to 
have  a  cup  of  tea. 
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A  Tragedy  Through  One  Act 

By  Roy  Rosenquist 
The  orchestra  down  in  the  pit 
Plays  a  low  refrain. 

The  smart  technique  has  made  a  hit — 
Oh,  but  what  a  strain! 
The  curtain  now  begins  to  rise. 
My,  the  show  is  packed 
With  critics  that  will  wipe  their  eyes 
After  this  first  act: 
Leaning  on  a  table 
In  One-Eyed  Pete's  saloon 
Sits  a  college  coed 
Going  down  to  ruin, 
Going  down  to  ruin, 
Going — going — gone. 
The  men  at  the  bar  hear  her  body  fall, 
They  yell,  they  scream,  they  swear,  they 

bawl. 
She's  brought  on  a  stretcher  out  through 

the  hall. 
And  in  the  night  air  she's  propped  'gainst 

a  wall. 
(Shoes  by  Kate  Cereal, 
Gown  by  MacDuff, 
Not  much  material, 

But  it's  good  stui?. )  * 

For  fifteen  minutes  she  stands  there 
Lacking  intellect ; 
The  drummer  plays  a  popular  air, 
Simply,  for  effect. 
She  went  with  a  college  student. 
Just  going  along. 
She  proved  to  be  a  problem. 
And  he  done  her  wrong. 
(Think  of  the  desecration — 
He  dated  another  to  convocation!) 
The   snow    comes    down    in    leaps 

bounds, 
Landing  on  the  lass. 
The  bar  resounds  with  biting  sounds 
Of  smashing,  crashing  glass. 
Could  it  be,  oh  could  it  be — 
She  opens  not  her  eyes. 
Oh,  rejoice,  oh  look  at  she, 
'Tis  only  a  disguise. 
She  ain't  drunk — look  at  her  head. 
No!    Rejoice!    She's  merely  dead. 
(Above,  the  sound  of  harps  is  heard 
Harps  by  Levy  Schnitzelbird.) 


and 


Pretty  Girl — "Do  you  sell  mistletoe?" 
Clerk — "Yes,    miss,    and   we   like    to 
demonstrate  to  prove  that  it  is  good." 


Young  Man — "How  much  do  I  pay 
for  a  marriage  license?" 

Clerk — "Five  dollars  down  and  your 
entire  salary  each  week  for  the  rest  of 
your  life." 


NOT  SO  FAST 
Some  girls  should  wear  speedometers 
instead  of  wrist  watches. 


FORWARD ! 

Him — "And  why  do  you  call  me  Pil- 
grim?" 

Her — "Well,  every  time  you  call  you 
make  a  little  progress." 


FISH  STORY 

Bootlegger  (to  man  fishing) — "Any 
luck?" 

Man— "No." 

Bootlegger — "Try  some  of  this  on 
your  bait." 

Man  pours  something,  probably  po- 
tent, from  bottle  over  worm  on  hook  and 
lowers  it  into  water.  Soon  a  great 
splashing  is  heard,  and  the  line  is  jerked 
up.  The  worm  had  a  strangle  hold  on  a 
catfish  and  was  punching  him  in  the  eye 
with  his  tail. 


Not  Collegiate 

He  gazed  into  her  eyes,  murmuring, 
"Dearest,  hold  me  in  your  arms — -kiss 
me — whisper  sweet  words  to  me — say 
you  love  me."  He  pressed  her  close  to 
him,  expecting  an  answering  pressure, 
but  none  was  given.  He  glanced  down. 
"My  God!"  For  she  had  no  arms. 
"Poor,  poor  girl,"  he  said,  stroking  her 
cheek.  He  glanced  down  again,  and 
there,  below  her  feet,  was  written  Venus 
de  Milo.  Oh,  well.  And  he  drank  the 
other  pint. 

P.  C. 


AND  HOW! 


She — "What  are  you  thinking  about  ?" 

He — "Same  thing  you  are." 

She — "Why,  you  terrible  thing!" 


r^*^ 


"You  brute!   For  two  cents  I'd  knock  your  block  off." 
"Oh  .  .  .  so  you've  turned  professional,  too." 
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Conclusions 
By  THE  PHILOSOPH 

From  now  on  in,  I  changes  my  tactics. 
I  may  be  only  a  soph,  but  in  the  science 
of  love  I'm  taking  post-grad  work, — and 
I  hope  to  take  a  doctor's  degree  in  due 
time. 

You  see,  "it  isn't  in  the  class  room 
that  one  finds  the  entire  benefit  of  a 
college  course."  Any  freshman  knows 
that  after  his  first  trip  to  DuB.'s,  and  it 
didn't  take  me  long  to  find  it  out.  I 
started  right  in  studying,  and  I  gave  a 
lot  more  time  to  being  collegiate  than  I 
did  to  studying  trig — ask  the  prof,  he 
knows. 

First  I  stopped  curling  my  hair  and 
cutting  my  fingernails,  and  I  carried  a 
hat  on  campus  rolled  up  in  a  pocket.  I 
learned  to  be  embarrassed  without  gloves 
in  my  hand,  and  I  learned  to  tell  by  the 
length  of  a  man's  sideburns  whether  he 
carried  Ovals  or  Lucky  Strikes. 

I  didn't  walk;  I  strolled.  I  didn't 
smile  out  of  more  than  one  corner  of  my 
mouth  at  one  and  the  same  time.  En- 
thusiastically I  became  bored.  Instead 
of  expressing  verbal  disapproval,  I  lifted 
one  eyebrow  very  languidly.  Oh,  it  was 
something— I  had  a  completely  memo- 
rized chart  of  the  separate  gradations  of 
"Hello"  ranging  all  the  way  from  a  bow 
and  joyfully  lighted  eyes  to  a  snappy 
little  gesture  that  kept  the  other  party 
wondering  for  ten  minutes  whether  he 
had  been  cut  or  not. 

I  worked  hard,  I  did,  and  I  got  re- 
sults. Soon — say  by  the  end  of  the  sec- 
ond semester  midterms, — I  was  truly 
sophisticated.  I  could  see  a  man  squirm 
under  some  nasty  remark  and  lick  my 
chops  figuratively.  I  could  make  a  catty 
remark  and  wriggle  ecstatically  at  the 
withering  effect. 

I  got  sophisticated — and  then  I 
waited  around  to  rate. 

Men,  I  said,  liked  'em  experienced. 
Yeah  ?  Well,  I  knew  the  meaning  of 
lots  of  words — I  didn't  use  'em,  under- 
stand, but  I  knew  the  words — and  as  for 
being  subtle:  well,  I  remarked  before 
about  the  way  I  lit  a  cigarette.     Great 

little  gesture,  that ;  it  has  possibilities. 

*     *     * 

But — I  forgot  one  thing. 

You  see,  I'm  a  blonde,  and  I'm  short. 
And  my  mother  nicknamed  me  "Baby 
doll"  when  I  was  five.     Follow  me? 

Here,  so  help  me,  I've  worked  up  a 
line  to  fit  my  inhibited  self,  only  to  find 
that  it  didn't  fit  the  exterior.  And  I 
tried  like  nobody's  business  to  convince, 
but  it  was  no  go.  The  more  frank  of 
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my  little  playmates  would  look  me  sor- 
rowfully in  the  eye  across  a  booth  and 
say,  "My  dear,  you're  trying  things  that 
aren't  your  type.    Don't  you  see?" 

It  got  to  be  absolutely  wearisome, 
crawling  down  from  pedestals.  I'd  just 
get  nice  and  low,  and  sigh  happily  at 
being  independent  and  human,  when 
some  well-meaning  cuss  would  sidle  in 
and  tell  me  to  climb  up  and  hold  the  pose 
while  I  reminded  him  of  his  mother. 

At  tea,  the  escort  would  oi?er  me  his 
cigarettes,  with  a  polite,  "Do  you 
smoke  ?"  And  then,  before  I  could  get 
my  hooks  on  one,  he'd  grin  reverently 
and  breathe,  "I  just  know  you  don't." 
What's  a  woman  to  do? 

I  thought  it  over.  At  seven-thirty  one 
night  the  roommate  had  an  inspiration. 
I  owned  a  very  plain  white  dress,  and 
before  I  could  do  more  than  swear  mildly 
once  or  twice,  Peg  had  me  in  it.  She 
combed  my  hair  out  very  fluffy,  with  the 
most  innocent-looking  little  waves  and 
spit-curls  in  clever  places.     By  that  time 


'Are  you  going  to  be  busy  tonlte?" 
'Can't  tell;  I've  never  dated  Eddie  before!" 


I  caught  on,  and  the  two  of  us  began 
doing  things.  Black  Windsor  tie,  in  a 
bow — My  God,  you  could  fairly  hear  me 
asking  for  a  lollipop — little  round  collars 
and  cuffs, — virginal  white  dress.  All  I 
needed  was  a  bad  case  of  whooping  cough 
to  be  perfect. 

At  7 :50,  Peg  turned  me  around 
critically.  "M-yes-s-s-s,  you  look  de- 
mure," she  said —  "But — 

"Ah,  I  have  it!  We'll  rouge  your 
dimple!" 

I  was  too  weak  to  dodge,  so  she  got 
the  implements  and  rouged  my  chin. 
Just  then,  of  course,  the  buzzer  went 
off  for  my  caller,  and  I  went  down,  prac- 
ticing demure  expressions  all  the  way 
down. 

I  entered  the  parlor.  Whoozis  rose. 
I  met  his  eyes,  and  my  glance  faltered. 
You  know — business  of  flapping  the  eye- 
lids two  or  three  times  and  blushing  if 
possible,  of  finally  gathering  the  courage 
and  sweeping  the  gaze  up  with  womanly 
sweetness  not  to  mention  coyness. 

,It  went  over.    Big. 

That  entire  evening,  I  was  big-eyed. 
The  same  man  that  had  wondered  a 
week  before,  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 
vi'hether  I  wasn't  falling  to  the  depths, 
tonight  was  calling  me  "angel"  by  the 
time  we  headed  home.  So  I  flapped  my 
wings  until  they  ached.  I  know  just  how 
Little  Eva  felt — and  say,  Joan  of  Arc 
deserved  to  be  made  a  saint ! 

But  the  fact  remained  that  it  went 
over. 

So  I've  made  conclusions.  I'm  going 
to  be  feminine! 

Oh,  yes  I  am.  I'm  going  to  eat  taffy 
apples,  and  cultivate  the  baby  stare,  and 
learn  to  wrinkle  my  nose — 

I'm  even  going  to  giggle  .  .  .  (How 
I  hate  a  giggling  woman!)  But,  hell, 
there's  no  use  bucking  the  inevitable,  and 
if  I've  got  to  use  lilac  perfume  and  wear 
light  blue,  I  can  do  it — in  the  interests 
of  science  and  the  continued  happiness  of 
my  specimens. 

It's  terrible  to  look  at  the  Kappa  chap- 
ter and  have  to  look  yourself  in  the  eye 
and  admit  you're  small  and  blonde.  But 
I  might  as  well  capitalize  on  it,  I  s'pose. 

So — you  chase  me,  and  let's  play 
"London  bridge."  Say,  does  anybody 
want  a  cigarette  case,  cheap  ?  It's  brown 
leather,  with  a  gold  seal  on  the  flap-^ 
good  stuff.  I'll  trade  it  for  an  unex- 
purgated  copy  of  Ella  Wheeler  Wilcox 
or  The  Charm  of  Good  Manners. 


THE 
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Jo  O'Brien,  Editor 


Alimony 


By  Faith  Baldwin 
Dodd,  Mead  and  Co.,  New  York 

In  our  very  humble  opinion,  there  is 
little  or  no  excuse  for  the  publication  of 
the  extremely  frothy  type  of  fiction. 
Alimony  is  frothy.  The  very  fact  that 
it  appeared  in  a  Hearst  magazine  ws.s 
enough  to  stamp  it  as  such  a  type. 

Faith  Baldwin  attempts  in  her  latest 
novel,  for  some  unknown  reason,  to 
bring  to  light  the  evils  of  legalized  gold 
digging.  No  doubt  every  second  wife  is 
more  or  less  well  aware  of  the  fact  that 
her  present  husband  pays  his  former  wife, 
or  wives,  alimony,  if  he  does.  No  doubt 
every  man  who  is  afflicted  with  this  en- 
cumbrance resents  it — -to  a  certain  ex- 
tent. For  example,  we  are  acquainted 
with  a  man  who  decorates  all  of  his 
alimony  checks  with  the  most  appro- 
priate words  at  his  command,  in  order 
that  the  recipient  will  be  eternally  re- 
minded that  the  money  is  not  a  gift. 

Alimony  is  the  story  of  one  Stephen 
Dane,  whose  supremely  selfish  and  self- 
centered  wife,  Charlotte,  leaves  him  to 
enjoy  life  as  she  can,  unhindered  by  a 
husband,  but  supported  by  his  money. 
Stephen  falls  in  love  with  his  secretary, 
Eve  Harkness,  who  has  suffered  from 
the  various  loves  of  a  too  beautiful 
mother,  Stella  Bedford.  A  strange  and 
rather  horrible  situation  arises  when 
Harry  Stoddard,  one  of  Stella's  lovers, 
falls  in  love  with  Stephen's  former  wife. 
The  whole  afiEair  is  rather  a  disgusting 
mess. 

We  cannot  say  honestly  that  the  book 
is  good  either  in  subject  matter  or  style. 
Marion  Fry. 

Penelope's  Man,  or  the 
Homing  Instinct 

By  John  Erskine 
Bobbs-Merrill  Co. 
Even  the  most  casual  of  allusions  to 
John  Erskine  is  sufficient  to  start  a  spir- 
ited discussion,  for  one  either  likes  or 
dislikes  his  work  intensely,  depending  on 
just  how  reverential  an  attitude  exists  to- 
ward those  time-honored  heroes  whom 
he  treats  so  lightly.  But,  whether 
Erskine  has  aided  the  Classics  in  thus 


reducing  them  to  the  comprehension  of 
the  average  reader  or  not,  at  least  every- 
one will  admit  that  he  has  George  Ade'ed 
them. 

His  latest  addition  to  Americana  is  the 
true  story  of  the  voyage  of  Odysseus. 
Homer,  apologizes  Erskine,  was  a  good 
press-agent,  but  there  were  a  few  minor 
incidents  connected  with  the  famous 
Odyssey  that  he,  in  his  naive  simplicity, 
failed  to  record  for  posterity. 

Erskine's  Odysseus,  however,  has  no 
such  scruples  about  the  tale  of  his  adven- 
tures; indeed,  it  is  surprising  how  his 
story  improves  with  each  trifling  occur- 
rence in  that  ten  years'  journey  home 
from  the  Trojan  wars.  He  is  a  brave 
and  fearless  hero,  in  his  own  estimation, 
when  at  last  he  lands  proudly  on  the 
shores  of  Ithaca.  But  his  perfectly  logi- 
cal excuses  are  as  nothing  when  he  en- 
counters the  coldly  unsympathetic  eyes 
of  his  faithful  wife,  Penelope. 

"If  a  woman  in  her  grave,"  she  re- 
marks simply,  "couldn't  tell  a  better 
story  than  the  one  you've  brought  home, 
I'd  blush  for  my  sex!" 

And    all    the    chronicles    agree    that 

shortly  afterwards  Odysseus  set  Out  upon 

another  journey,  from  which  he  did  not 

return.     He  had  grown  wiser  with  the 

years.  ,        , .       r\>r,  ■ 

Josephine  U  tSrien. 


Sunset  Gun 

By   Dorothy   Parker 

Boni  and  Liveright 
Dorothy  Parker's  Sunset  Gun  hardly 
needs  recommendation.  Those  who  have 
read  her  earlier  book  Enough  Rope  have 
no  doubt  read  Sunset  Gun  long  before 
this.  Miss  Parker  has  the  power  of  put- 
ting humor  into  her  poetry  and  does  so 
admirably.  One  poem,  "A  Pig's-Eye 
View  of  Literature,"  was  especially 
amusing.  It  treats  of  Carlyle,  Byron, 
Shelley,  Keats  and  various  others.  Be- 
sides humor,  Miss  Parker  proves  a  mas- 
ter of  other  moods.  She  has  found  her- 
self well  received  as  a  satirist  and  as  a 
writer  of  poems  of  exquisite  beauty. 

If  you  have  not  read  Sunset  Gun  by 
this  time,  wend  your  way  to  the  book 
shop  and  purchase  a  copy  and  you  will  be 

well  rewarded.  ,        , ,   „    .  , 

Jean  M.  omtth. 


Point  Counter  Point — 

By  Aldous  Huxley 
Doubleday,  Doran  and  Company 

Aldous  Huxley  has  added  another  best 
seller  to  the  long  list  of  successful  novels 
already  bearing  his  signature.  The  new 
novel  Point  Counter  Point  has  achieved 
a  popularity  greater  than  any  of  the 
twelve  which  preceded  it,  all  of  which 
were  widely  recognized.  To  the  admir- 
ers of  Huxley  and  particularly  The 
Young  Archimedes,  this  immediate  suc- 
cess will  be  easily  understandable  for 
Point  Counter  Point  is  obviously  a  Hux- 
ley production  and  is  in  many  ways 
closely  akin  to  that  former  best  seller. 
The  Young  Archimedes.  The  same  bril- 
liance of  wit,  which  was  to  a  great 
extent  responsible  for  the  instant  recogni- 
tion of  The  Young  Archimedes,  figures 
with  equal  prominence  in  Point  Counter 
Point. 

Point  Counter  Point  is  a  story  of 
modern  English  society  treating  many 
inter-locking  small  circles  of  people. 
Each  group  is  linked  to  another  by  an 
illicit  affair  between  two  of  its  respective 
members.  In  many  instances  these  transi- 
tions seem  not  only  weak  but  entirely 
unwarranted.  It  is  rather  impossible  to 
conceive  of  a  situation  such  as  Huxley 
presents  where  all  the  groups  are  placed 
in  a  continuous  circle  by  minor  circum- 
stances, but  Huxley  has  done  it  so  con- 
vincingly that  one  is  rarely  struck  with 
doubt.  However,  the  natural  result  of 
this  multitude  of  characters  and  many 
plots  is  a  complexity  too  great  for  the 
average  reader  to  surmount  at  first  read- 
ing. Each  plot  in  itself  is  perfectly  and 
fascinatingly  handled,  but  the  rapid 
plunge  from  the  affairs  of  one  set  of  peo- 
ple to  those  of  another  through  many 
chapters  deadens  interest  and  detracts 
greatly  from  the  book  as  a  whole. 

Huxley,  however,  by  the  power  of  his 
prose,  has  written  a  novel  which  in  spite 
of  defects  is  far  superior  to  the  usual 
modern  novel.  Each  characterization  is 
an  intense  manifestation  of  a  very  human 
trait.  His  philosophic  logic  has  planned 
and  executed  every  detail  of  plot  so  clev- 
erly that  the  force  of  his  personality  is 
clearly  manifested  throughout. 

Huxley  has  earned  and  deserves  his 
reputation  as  the  foremost  prose  writer 
of  today  and  his  admirers  will  find  no 
flaws  in  Point  Counter  Point  other  than 
the  length.  It  is  an  impressive  and  tre- 
mendous study  of  modern  society. 

Katherine  Blair. 
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How  to  Make  a  Million 
Dollars 

Little  Paihivays  to  Prosperity 
By  Midas  J.  Hasheesh 

This  is  the  first  of  a  series  of  articles 
by  Mr.  Hasheesh  on  the  art  of  making 
money  FAST!  Mr.  Hasheesh  will  be 
glad  to  answer  questions  on  the  art  of 
becoming  wealthy  in  a  short  time.  He 
will  also  be  delighted  to  give  his  readers 
the  very  latest  tips  on  the  Stock  Ex- 
changes of  New  York,  Chicago,  Des 
Moines  (la.)  and  Bozeman  (Mont.). 
Mr.  Hasheesh  may  be  reached,  care  of 
the  Notions  Department,  Counter  8, 
Busy  Bee  Bazaar  and  Department  Store, 
Muncie,  Indiana. 

I— STARTING    A    COLLEGE 
FRATERNITY 

Although  this  lucrative  field  has  been 
quite  generally  exploited  during  the  last 
century,  yet  any  two-fisted  young  man 
who  is  possessed  of  plenty  of  grit,  busi- 
ness acumen,  ambition,  and  a  real  desire 
to  get  ahead  may  still  reap  a  rich  harvest 
on  his  investment  in  this  line  and  he  may 
still  find  many  regions  in  which  his  ef- 
forts will  be  substantially  rewarded. 

To  begin  with,  it  is  first  necessary  to 
pick  out  a  small  out-of-the-way  college  in 
which  to  start  the  fraternity.  This  is  a 
comparatively  easy  task,  particularly  for 
the  young  man  of  the  Middle  West, 
the  states  of  Ohio  and  Indiana  being 
swamped  with  colleges  of  this  sort  which 
are  ripe  for  development.  It  is  next  nec- 
essary to  select  five  or  seven  bearded  men 
to  act  as  founders.  Of  course,  more  than 
this  number  may  be  used,  but  the  num- 
bers suggested  seem  to  be  most  generally 
favored  and  fit  nicely  in  the  group  pic- 
tures. It  is  an  obvious  necessity  that 
they  possess  heavy  beards  and  the  prob- 
lem of  discovering  such  men  is  apt  to 
prove  a  bit  of  an  obstacle  to  the  beginner, 
especially  in  view  of  the  fact  that  the 
supply  of  bearded  men  in  their  natural 
state  is  fast  becoming  exhausted  because 
of  the  heavy  demands  of  the  older  fra- 
ternities. The  young  promoter  should 
not  permit  this  to  discourage  him,  how- 
ever, for  there  still  exist  small  supplies 
of  untouched,  hirsute  he-men  who  will 
be  glad  to  serve  as  founders  and  sit  for 
the  necessary  pictures.  In  the  event  that 
the  promoter  finds  difficulty  in  providing 
himself  with  these  men,  he  may  import 
them  from  Russia  or  the  Albanian  moun- 
tains, or  he  may  even  utilize  ordinary 
men  with  false  whiskers.  In  case  the 
promoter  decides  upon  the  latter  method 
he  may  procure  fraternity  founders' 
whiskers  at  anv  reliable  fraternity  jewel- 
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er's  and  he  may  secure  the  necessary  men 
to  attach  to  them  almost  anywhere. 

The  next  step  is  to  capture  a  name. 
While  it  must  be  admitted  that  most  of 
the  Greek  Letter  combinations  have  al- 
ready been  appropriated,  yet  when  one 
considers  the  mathematical  possibilities 
of  combinations  in  snappy  two  and  three 
letter  sets  of  the  letters  of  the  Greek  al- 
phabet, one  is  bound  to  admit  that  there 
must  be  a  few  left.  A  method  of  selec- 
tion that  has  been  favored  of  late  is  to 
put  slips  of  paper  in  a  hat,  one  Greek  let- 
ter on  each  slip.  The  hat  is  then  shaken 
up  and  two  or  three  pieces  are  drawn 
out.  Often  a  new  and  original  combi- 
nation may  thus  be  secured  on  the  first 
trial.  Having  selected  a  name,  the 
young  promoter  should  capture  it  and 
place  it  in  an  airy,  well-lighted  place  un- 
til ready  for  use. 

We  next  proceed  to  the  task  of  pro- 
viding some  jewelry,  and  this  is  the  phase 
of  the  work  that  is  apt  to  prove  most 
dangerous.  Hundreds  of  unfortunate 
promoters  have  been  trampled  to  death 
by  herds  of  eager  jewelry  salesmen  and 
it  is  therefore  necessary  to  observe  the 
most  extreme  caution.  I  suggest  that  the 
promoter  rent  a  house  of  strong  construc- 
tion and  one  which  is  surrounded  by  a 
high  stone  wall.  He  then  should  address 
letters  to  all  of  the  leading  fraternity 
jewelers,  stating  his  requirements  and 
asking  for  samples  and  designs.  After 
allowing  a  reasonable  length  of  time  for 
the  delivery  and  receipt  of  these  letters 


he  should  then  select  a  high  tree  some- 
where near  his  house,  climb  to  the  top  of 
it,  and  await  developments.  In  a  short 
time  herd  after  herd  of  jewelry  salesmen 
will  come  racing  towards  his  house  at  top 
speed  and  will,  of  course,  dash  them- 
selves to  death  against  the  walls  and 
doors  of  the  house.  After  all  are  dead 
the  promoter  may  climb  down  in  a  lei- 
surely manner,  choose  whatever  drawings 
he  desires  from  among  the  bodies,  and 
forward  his  order  by  mail,  adding  a  small 
charge  for  the  dead  salesman. 

Now  all  is  ready  for  the  grand  open- 
ing, and  it  is  only  necessary  for  the  pro- 
moter to  enlist  the  aid  of  a  dozen  or  so 
laborers  and  to  order  these  men  to  dig 
holes  in  the  quadrangles  of  several  of  the 
larger  universities.  Into  these  holes  are 
placed  boxes  containing :  I  ritual,  i  pic- 
ture of  the  founders,  I  charter,  i  roll  of 
members  in  1844  (these  names  to  be  se- 
lected at  random),  I  set  of  jewelry,  in- 
cluding pin,  watch-charm  and  key  ring, 
monogrammed  cigarette  case,  pledge  but- 
ton, and  crest.  These  holes  are  then 
filled  up  and  about  six  months  later  are 
dug  up  at  the  height  of  the  rushing  sea- 
son. As  soon  as  these  articles  are  discov- 
ered the  eager  students  will  pledge  them- 
selves, shanghai  a  large  delegation  of  new 
members,  build  a  house,  buy  sister  pins 
and  give  a  dance.  The  promoter  then 
steps  forward,  collects  his  percentage 
from  the  ofificial  fraternity  jeweler  on  all 
jewelry  sold,  has  himself  elected  Grand 
National  President  and  retires  to  a  life 
of  delightful  idleness  with  a  comfortable 
and  steadv  income. 

NEXT  MONTH  MR.  HASH- 
EESH WILL  DISCLOSE  AN- 
OTHER PRIVATE  ENTRANCE 
TO  THE  TREASURY  OF  THE 
PUBLIC. 

Ned  Fleming. 


Wilma,  the  Wilmette  Coed,  says:  Ac- 
cording to  the  notes  to  Shakespeare's 
Tempest,  "In  some  of  the  old  dances  it 
was  customary  to  kiss  partners  at  the 
beginning."  And  we  call  them  old-fash- 
ioned ! 


'29 :    Let's  turn  down  the  light,  Babe. 
'32 :    No,  no.     Little  girls  should  be 
seen,  and  not  obscene. 


"What    are    ten    good    arguments    against 
companionate  marriage?" 
"A  wife  and  nine  kids." 


There  was  a  young  man  from  Cologne 
Who  gave  a  most  terrible  grogne; 
When  asked,  "Wat  the  hell?" 
He  said,  "I  won't  tell," 
And  continued  to  mutter  and  mogne. 
P.C. 


P  U  R  PL 


And  then  there  is  the  sad  plight  of  the 
deaf  and  dumb  man  who  fell  over  a  cliff 
and  caught  his  pants  on  a  tree  and  wore 
out  two  fingers  calling  for  help. 

Beanpot. 


WHY,  OF  COURSE! 

Nice  Old  Lady :  Don't  you  know  you 
shouldn't  play  strip  poker? 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  Oh,  it's  per- 
fectly all  right.  It's  not  really  gam- 
bling." 

What! 

No;  you  see  we  get  our  clothes  back. 
Judge. 


Marriage  must  be  heavenly,  because 
most  married  people  are  always  harping 
at  each  other. 

Red  Cat. 


"What  will  you  have,  sir?" 
"A  toasted  cheese  sandwich." 
"On  toast,  sir?" 
"No,  bring  it  in  on  horseback." 

Chanticleer. 


Daughter : 
Mother : 


"Give  me  a  cigarette." 
'I'll  see  you  in-hale  first." 
Wittenberg  Witt. 


THE  R.  O.  T.  C.  AGAIN 
Sargent :    "Hey !  You  can't  go  in  there 
— that's  the  Colonel's  tent!" 

Rookie:     "Then  what  have  they  got 
'Private'  over  the  entrance  for?" 

Beanpot. 


Thirty:     "Is  he  conceited?" 

One:     "Conceited?    Why  every  time 

he  hears  a  clap  of  thunder  he  runs  to  the 

window  and  takes  a  bow." 

Flamingo. 


31:  Why  do  you  hug  your  girl  so 
tight? 

30:  Because  temperature  increases 
with  pressure.  Bison. 


Old  Gentleman,  indignantly :  "Look 
at  that  girl — wearing  knickers — and  her 
hair  cut  just  like  a  man's.  Why,  it's  a 
disgrace!" 

"Sir — that's  my  daughter!" 

"Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  didn't 
realize  you  were  her  father." 

"Father,  hell,  I'm  her  mother." 

Princeton  Tiger. 


"George  Washington  surely  was  some 
wonderful  breeder." 

"Doesn't  history  tell  us  that  he  crossed 
the  Delaware  with  a  small  boat?" 

Widow. 


"She  has  a  head  like  a  doorknob." 

"How  come?" 

"Any  man  can  turn  it." 


Frivol. 


Captain  to  private:    "Your  name?" 
Private:    "Jones,  sir." 
Captain:    "Your  age?" 
Jones :     "Twenty-four,  sir." 
Captain:    "Your  rank?" 
Jones :     "I  know  it,  sir." 

Froth. 


"I'm  telling  you  for  the  last  time  that 
you  can't  kiss  me." 

"I   knew  that  you  would  weaken  be- 
fore long." 

Medley. 


"Why  do  all  of  the  Kappas  wear  high 
heels?" 

"That's  the  only  way  they  can  raise 
their  minds  to  a  higher  level." 

Sour  Owl. 


Ever  consider  how  much  guts  it  takes 
to  string  a  tennis  racket? 

Satyr. 


OLD  SPANISH  CUSTOMS 

Immanuel,  the  Brave  Toreador:  "Ah, 
Senorita,  tonight  I  will  steal  beneath 
your  balcony  and  sing  you  a  sweet  ser- 
enade." 

Consuello,  the  Beautiful  Senorita: 
"Do.    And  I  will  drop  you  a  flower." 

Immanuel:  "Ah,  in  a  moment  of  mad 
love?" 

Consuello :  "No,  in  a  pot." 

Lampoon. 


Man  (who  has  just  turned  his  ankle, 
but,  seeing  a  child,  controls  his  lan- 
guage) :     "O,   dear  me!" 

Boy:  "For  God's  sake,  mister — that 
must  have  hurt  like  hell!" 

Record. 


"May  I  kiss  you?" 

"What  do  you  think  I'm  waiting  for, 
a  street  car?" 

Satyr. 
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John  Gilbert  says  he  calls  his  new 
technique  Castoria,  the  babes  all  cry  for 
it. 

Jack  o'Lantern. 


"What  do  you   think  of   the  hostess 
it  Club  Spendo?" 
"She's  a  dove." 
"How  come?" 

"How  she  can  coo !    And  what  a  bill !" 
Chaparal. 


"My  dear!"  exclaimed  tRe  old  gentle- 
man, "why  do  you  dress  so  scantily?" 
"Oh,  that's  to  get  the  sun  and  air." 
"Whose  son  and  heir?"  was  the  know- 
ing reply. 

George  Washington  Ghost. 


"Where  did  you  sit  to  see  'Gay 
Paree'?" 

"Well,  they  didn't  have  seats  on  the 
piano,  so  I  had  to  sit  in  the  Bald  Headed 
Row." 

Princeton  Tiger. 


Professor  caught  rolling  the  bones. 

— Voo   Doo. 
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Bathing  Girls:     "Hello,  there,  grand- 
pa !     How  old  are  you  ?" 
Gaffer:     "Eighty,  dammit!" 

Beanpot. 


The     board     of    editors     of     the     humorous 
monthly  interviews  an  ambitious  frosh. 
— Froth. 


Professor:  "What  do  you  know  abou. 
the  salivary  glands?" 

Girl:  "I  couldn't  find  out  a  thing,  pro- 
fessor.   They're  so  darned  secretive." 
Exchange. 


If  Nicholas  Longworth  were  married, 
he  would  not  be  speaker  of  the  house. 
Chaparal. 


About  mid-years  we  are  reminded  of 
the  pathetic  story  of  the  student  who 
failed  all  his  subjects. 

He  telegraphed  home  to  his  brother: 
"Flunked     everything.      Prepare     fa 
ther." 

The  brother  telegraphed  immediately : 
"Father  prepared.    Prepare  yourself." 
Beanpot. 


Note  to  tourists:  "When  you  see 
Mussolini  talking  to  himself,  you  can  be 
s\ire  he  is  having  cabinet  meeting." 

Ollapod. 


"Papa,"  asked  Rolo,  "what  do  those 
cannibal  head  hunters  do  with  the  heads 
after  they  get  them  ?" 

"Make  noodle  soup,  of  course.  Now 
it's  time  for  you  to  go  to  bed." 

Punch  Bowl. 


Stude:     "Is  this  candy  good?" 
Clerk:     "Why,  it's  as  pure  and  good 
as  the  girl  of  your  dreams." 

Stude :     "Gimme  a  package  of  gum." 
Frivol. 


"Educated  ?  Why,  my  daughter  knows 
everything.  Say  'good  morning'  to  the 
lady  in  Algebra,  darling." 

Red  Cat. 


Jack:     Will  you  give  just  one  little 
kiss?    Just  one? 

Sue:      I'll  say   I   won't.     You  asked 
for  a  match  just  now  and  ended  by  filling 
your  pockets  full  of  dad's  best  cigars. 
Pu7ich  Bhwl. 


The  man  who  wrote  the  song  "Mis- 
sissippi Mud"  probably  used  to  make  the 
coffee  in  a  cafeteria. 

Boston  Beanpot. 


"When  will  Bob  be  out  of  the  infir- 
mary?" 

"Not  for  quite  a  while." 

"That's  too  bad.    Did  you  see  his  doc- 


"No,  I  saw  his  nurse." 


Drexerd. 


(The  girl   who   forgot.) 
Ill  walk. 


Stop,  John,   or 
— Beanpot. 


P  U  RP 


Eustace. 


was  a  lovely 
lad, ....  but 
simply  not-, 
air 


minded 


IN  FACT,  Eustace's  thoughts  rarely 
rose  above  knee  level.  Even  in  the 
sacred  halls  of  learning,  he  was  mis- 
understood. If  he  raised  one  finger, 
it  was  thought  he  wanted  to  leave 
the  room,  and  when  in  desperation 
he  raised  two,  the  Prof,  nodded  ab- 
sently: "Yes,  Doctor  Munyon." 

But  a  marvelous  change  came  over 
Eustace.  It  dated  from  the  day  when 
he  timidly  asked  the  flying  idol  of 
the  campus,  "How  does  one  become 
air-minded?" 

"Fly,"  was  the  terse  answer.  For 
are  not  all  idols  and  heroes  terse.' 
"C'mon  up,"  and  Eustace 
stepped  into  a  ship  that 
had  the  sleekness  of  a 
greyhound  and  the  well- 
bred,  shining  efficiency  of 
a  Rolls  Royce.  In  his 
nervousness,  Eustace  over- 
looked these  features,  but 
fortunately  we  remember 
them. 

Mother    Earth    quickly 
faded;  in  fact,  she  faded 


Eustace  twice,  and  he  muttered 
thickly:  "Shoot  the  works." 

Then  Eustace  began  to  get  his 
bearings.  He  even  thought  he  recog- 
nized a  couple  of  clouds  coming 
back  as  empties  from  Oregon.  And 
his  pilot  idol  seemed  to  be  an  idle  pi- 
lot; no  particular  gadgets  to  fuss  with. 

Suddenly  the  pilot  stepped  jaun- 
tily out  of  the  cockpit  and  straddled 
the  fuselage  with  the  languid  re- 
mark: "One  misses  one's  canter  in 
the  park."  And  to  Eustace's  amaze- 
ment, the  plane  flew  on  placidly.  We 
might  almost  say  nonchalantly;  and 


we  can  confirm   our  statement  by 
actual  photograph. 

Swooping  earthward,  Eustace's 
gorge  (whatever  a  gorge  is)  again 
rose  slightly — but  the  plane  touched 
the  earth  like  a  feather — and  clung 
like  a  gin  drinker's  kiss.  "Some  stall 
speed  control,"  remarked  the  pilot. 
"Whassa  name  this  plane?"  asked 
Eustace,  breathlessly."COMMAND- 
AIRE,"  barked  the  idol,  getting 
terse  again.  "What's  their  address," 
began  Eustace,  but  the  hero  had 
gone.  But  we  knew  the  address  all 
the  time,  so  Eustace  wrote  us  for 
our  booklet. 

And  now  he  has  a 
COMMAND-AIRE;  we 
havehis  $3,250  f.o.b.Little 
Rock,  and  we're  both  hap- 
py. Why  don't  you  write? 


COMMAND-AIRE,    INC.,    Little    Rock,    Arkansas 

COMMAND-AICL- 


Local  Distributor :  AVIATION  SERVICE  &  TRANSPORT  COMPANY,  2807  So.  Michigan  Avenue,  Chicago 
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NOW  MOST  FAVORED 

^HE  exclusive  Aimer  Coe  Puritan  Rim- 
less glasses  have  not  only  eliminated  the  old 
disfiguring  shell  rims,  for  dress  and  street 
wear,  but  have  taken  lead  over  all  other  rim- 
less glasses.  They  are  the  most  adaptable 
to  the  features,  unobtrusive,  simple  and 
enhancing  to  youthful  appearance. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 
1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  at  Church  Street 


=0.  ie= 


We  Apologize 


We  wish  to  assure  the  members 
of  the  sophomore  class  that  the 
delay  in  the  delivery  of  the  vests 
was  due  to  no  fault  of  Jimmie 
White  or  the  committee  in  charge. 

The  rush  of  the  Christmas 
season  held  up  the  work,  for 
which  we  apologize  profusely. 

We  believe  that  our  reputa- 
tion and  the  past  services  to 
Northwestern  students  will  con- 
tinue to  speak  well  of  our  tailor 
made  Suits  and  Overcoats  at 
$35.00  and  up. 


S\G>^'^^^y&^, 


63  E.  Adams 


Wabash  9451 


He  who  laughs  first  told  the  joke. 
Ghost. 


THE  UNDERDOG'S  PRAYER 
Pharaoh  had  a  glorious  tomb ; 

Unknown  Soldiers  lie  in  state. 
So  my  heart  is  plunged  in  gloom : 

Must  we  die  before  we  rate? 

Gargoyle. 


Rector :    Is  that  your  cigarette  stub  ? 
Small  Son :    Go  ahead,  Dad,  you  saw 
it  first. 

Notre  Dame  Juggler. 


SAD 
Here  lies  my  wife. 

Here  let  her  lie. 
Now  she's  at  rest; 

So  am  I. 


Pelican. 

LOTS  OF  ENGLISH 

Lord  Egree :  The  first  game  of  cricket 
was  started  in  London  in  the  thirteenth 
century. 

Cynic:    Who  is  winning? 

Siren. 


Student  (being  arrested)  :     "But,  offi- 
cer, I'm  a  student." 

Officer:    "Ignorance  is  no  excuse." 
Gargoyle. 


Lou :     Why  are  some  women  called 
Amazons? 

Loo :    Because  they  are  so  wide  at  the 
mouth. 

Old  Maid. 


No,   Rosalind,  Wordsworth  was  not 
the  proprietor  of  a  five  and  ten. 

Juggler. 


Faint  heart  never  won  fair  lady,  but 
where  does  one  find  a  fair  lady? 

Juggler. 


Kindly  Old  Lady :  "And  what,  little 
boy,  is  Santa  Claus  going  to  bring  you 
for  Christmas?" 

Little  Boy:  "Cheesus,  lady,  I  bet  you 
still  believe  in  storks." 


Absent    Minded    Professor     (coming 
home  at  night)  :     "Do  I  hear  anyone?" 
Burglar  (under  bed) :    "No!" 
Professor:     "That's  odd;  I  was  posi- 
tive I  heard  someone  under  the  bed." 
Arizona  Kitty  Kat. 


"And  who  is  this  Oliver  Twist?" 
"Lon  Chaney's  gj'm  instructor." 

Juggler. 
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MODERN  GEOGRAPHY 

Florida  is  bounded  on  the  East,  West 
and  South  by  rum-runners,  and  on  the 
North  by  boot-leggers. 

Tenn.  Mugwump. 


If  all  the  New  Year's 

reso 

utions  were 

aid  end  to  end  they  would 

n't 

reach 

to 

the  first  of  February. 

Life. 

A  New  York  actress  was  giving  a 
benefit  performance  at  Sing  Sing.  "Stone 
walls  do  not  a  prison  make,  nor  iron  bars 
a  cage,"  she  trilled. 

From  the  back  of  the  room  a  deep 
voice  ejected:  "But,  lady,  how  they  do 
help!" 

Exchange. 


Book  store  owner:    "Aren't  you  wor- 
rying about  the  ten  dollars  you  owe  us?" 

Student :     "Hell,  no,  there  is  no  use 
of  both  of  us  worrying." 

Tenn.  Mugwump. 


THESE  WOMEN! 

Flint:     "My  wife  is  just  the  one  to 
run  for  Congress." 

Jenkle:     "How  is  that?" 

Flint:     "She    is    always    introducing 
bills  into  the  house." 

Kitty-Kat. 


The  airman  flew  for  a  day  and  a  night 
And  then  he  up  and  hoU'ed, 

I'm  going  to  land  in  the  dear  old  south 
So  I'll  be  on  something  solid. 

Sun  Dial. 


APPROPRIATE 

Hearts:  "And  what  did  they  do  with 
the  girl  who  was  shot  for  trumping  her 
partner's  ace?" 

Trumps :  "They  buried  her  with 
simple  honors." 

Chaparral. 


A  Typing  Service  for  Faculty 
and  Students 

EVANSTON  LETTER  SERVICE 

Multigraphing,  Mimeographing,  Typing 
Addressing,  Folding,  Mailing 


HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON  620   DAVIS  STREET 

Telephone  University  6145  Above  DuBreiul's 


^^^-^~-__^^pj 


NE  thousand 

■writers  and  artists  should  please  you! 

Percy  Marks,  the  Montrosses,  Katharine 
Brush,  James  Montgomery  Flagg,  and 
hundreds  of  college  writers  and  artists 
have  made  the  January  COLLEGE 
Humor  especially  brilliant. 
Pointed  Heels,  a  two  part  story  of  sophis- 
ticated men  and  women,  written  with  all 
the  charm  and  skill  of  Charles  Brackett. 
And  See  the  World,  a  story  of  sailors  on 
shore  leave  in  the  sailor  vernacular,  by 
John  V.  A.  Weaver. 

Northwestern,  by  Bernard  DeVoto,  a 
critical  survey  of  Northwestern's  men, 
her  pretty  co-eds,  her  faculty  and  her 
alumni. 

The  Dekes  at  Syracuse,  by  Howard 
Barnes,  an  intimate  picture  of  this  frater- 
nity group — who  they  are,  what  they  do 
and  what  they  like. 

Other  stories  of  youth,  love  and  college — 
other  articles  of  sports,  travel,  humor. 

Christmas  Offer 

A  gift  that  shows  taste,  lasts  the  year 
around  and  that  is  appreciated  by 
everybody  —  sister,  brother,  sweet- 
heart, friends  in  foreign  ports — that's 

College  Humor. 

Two  gift  subscriptions  are  but  §5. 
Just  one  is  S3. 

We  send  a  striking  Christmas  card  la 
three  colors  inscribed  with  your  name. 
You  send  the  names  and  addresses 
and  we  do  the  rest. 


1050  North  LaSalle  Street,  Chicago 
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WHEN    YOU   THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

^^~'     ^       .  THINK.   OF 


'"ivA^N^sTo^NVr"     Phone  University632-754Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  CHICAGO  AVENUE 

OPEN  SUNDAYS 
WEEK  DAYS  SUNDAYS 

No  Breakfast  No  Breakfast 


11:00  to  2:00 
5:00  to  8:00 


11:00  to  2:30 
5:00  to  8:00 


TWENTY  THREE  YEARS 
Same  management  Same  good  food 

m:3 


"Why  aren't  you  in  school,  my  little 
man?" 

"Hell,  lady,  I'm  only  four." 

Tiger. 


She:     "Watcha  been  doing?" 

He:     "Taking  part  in  a  guessing  con- 
test." 

She :     "But    I    thought   you    had    an 
exam  in  math." 

He:     "I  did." 

Kitty-Kat. 


Drunk  (in  phone  booth)  :  And  here, 
operator,  is  a  little  something  for  your- 
self. 

Princeton  Tiger. 


Never-the-less,  Helen  always  wants  to 
go  to  the  more  expensive  shows,  never  the 
less. 

Juggler. 


"Who  invented  the  cotton  gin?" 
"Lord,  are  they  making  it  out  of  that, 
now?" 

Tenn.  Mugwump. 


London  Curio  Dealer :  "Yes,  sir,  this 
is  the  very  handkerchief  used  by  the  fa- 
ther of  William  Penn." 

Tourist:  "Hmm,  the  original  pen 
wiper." 

Pennsylvania  Punch  Boivl. 


SPARE  TIME  COURSES 
IN  ART 

that  Eire  directed  to  a  definite  end  under  the  guidance 

of  instructors,  all  of  whom  are   outstanding  in   their 

profession. 

DRAWING  ILLUSTRATION 

INTERIOR   DECORATION 
ADVERTISING    ART 

PAINTING  CRAFTS 

DESIGN  FOR  THE  INTERIOR  OR  THE  STAGE 


Regular  day  classes  from  9  to  4,  every  day  ex- 
cept Saturday.  Evening  classes  from  7 :30  to  9 :30 
on  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday  evenings. 


Enrollment  at  any  time  Illustrated  catalog  on  request 

636  Church  Street  THE  EVANSTON   ACADEMY  OF   FINE  ARTS       Creenleaf  1674 


CAKL   SCHEFFLEK,  Director 
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Judge:     "Are    you    certain    that    the 
defendant  was  drunk?" 

Policeman:     "Well,  his  wife  said  he 
brought  home  a  manhole  cover  and  tried 
to  play  it  on  the  victrola." 

Flamingo. 

*  *No  Other  Restaurant 

is  as  well  prepared  to  serve 
the   students  with  good 
food    for    little   money." 

THEIR  SERIOUS 
Cod :    That  tonic  is  no  good. 
Liver:     What's  wrong  with  it? 
Cod :    All  the  directions  given  are  for 
adults  and  I've  never  had  them. 

Siren. 

The  good  old  days — when  a  slicker 

University  Restaurant 

Wieboldt  Hall  ^  McKinlock  Campus 

HERE'S  HOW 
The  Chicago  Tribune  offers  five  dol- 
lars for  every  "my  best  joke"  printed. 
The  other  day  a  woman  sent  them  a  pic- 
ture of  her  husband  by  mistake — and  got 
a  check  for  ten  dollars. 

Juggler. 

CROIX  DE  GUERRE 

Judge  (to  convicted  burglar)  :    Have 
you  anything  to  say  before  the  sentence 
is  passed  ? 

Burglar:     The  only  thing  I'm  kick- 
ing about  is  bein'  identified  by  a  man  that 
kept  his  head  under  the  bedclothes  the 
whole  time! 

Orange  Owl. 

Fountain  Service  o^  Candies 
Cigars     <»^     c*^     Cigarettes 

y^^^^p"^  V                    A  Happy 
(Lf^  1^               Environment 

\r  y  /-  >      LH^re=  ^   //                           Come  to  the  Plaza  for  breakfast,  luncheon, 
vrF  "Ng;/^^^^^^^^^                             °''  dinner.     Tastv.  delicious  foods,  served 
\M-P.^__7J^^^^K/                               in  a  happy,  wholesome  environment,  with 
/^ sparkling  silver  and  snow-white  linen. 

Besides,    you'll  like  our  3-minute  service, 
our  moderate  prices. 

OPEN  6  A.  M. 
to  7:45  P.  M. 
INCLUDING 
SUNDAYS                                        _                                                                         ^^^ 

LIBRARY  PLAZA 

CAFETERIA 

IN  THE  LIBRARY  PLAZA  HOTEL 
Orrington  Avenue,  South  of  Church  Street 
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1561  Howard  Street 

One  Block  East  of  "L" 

''A  Delightful  Place  to 
Dine  and  Dance' ^ 

Jerry  Potter's  Famous 
Limehouse    Orchestra 

Plays  Every  Night 

NO    COVER    CHARGE 


NORTHWESTERN  NIGHT' 

Every  Friday 
College  Songs — Souvenirs — Fun 


"The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 
intensive,  three«nionths*  cisurse  in 
stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No   Solicitors   Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

Randolph  4347  12th  floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 


■(3404B)I 


THROUGH  THE  MAILS 
Dear  Editor : 

Last  Thursday  I  lost  a  gold  watch 
which  I  valued  very  highly,  as  it  was  an 
heirloom.  I  immediately  inserted  an  ad- 
vertisement in  your  Lost  and  Found  col- 
umn and  waited.  Yesterday  I  went 
home  and  found  the  watch  in  the  pocket 
of  my  other  suit.  God  bless  your  paper! 
Puppet. 

Sea  Captain :     "We  are  now  passing 
the  banks  of  New  Foundland." 

Passenger:    "Stop  the  ship,  sir,  I  want 
to  cash  a  check." 

Green  Goat. 


"Can  I  get  a  room  for  three?" 
"Have  you  got  a  reservation  ?" 
"What   do  you  think   I   am,   an   In- 
dian?" 

Lord  Jeff. 

Dumb:     "Are  you  yawning?" 
Dora:     "No,  I'm  giving  a  silent  In- 
dian war  whoop." 

Jf  am  pus. 

Editor:      "Thank   goodness  the   new 
Ford  finally  came  out." 

Ass't:    "Why,  boss?" 

Ed :     "We're  sure  of  at  least  ten  or 
twelve  jokes  every  issue  now." 

Drexerd. 


SHOCKING!!! 

The  naked  hills  lie  wanton  to  the  breeze, 
The  fields  are  bare,  the  groves  unfrocked, 
Nude  are  quivering  limbs  of  shameless 

trees, 
What  wonder  that  the  corn  is  shocked. 
Froth. 


TERRIBLE,  EH? 

"What  is  your  Christian  name?" 
"Heh!     Heh!     Fooled    you — I'm    a 
Turk!" 

U.  of  W.  Columns. 


"What  did  the  Old  Gold  salesman  do 
when  he  started  to  cough  at  the  dinner 
last  night?" 

"Oh,  he  was  nonchalant,  he  lit  a 
Murad!" 

Ghost. 


BOB-O-LINK 

TEA  AND  SANDWICH  SHOP 

155  East  Chicago  Avenue 
Catering      to     Northwestern      Students 
LUNCHEON  40c  DINNER  75c 

Tuesday  and  Thursday 
SPECIAL  CHICKEN  DINNER 

Under  management  of  The  Interstate  Co.— a  National  Institution. 
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START 
1929 
RIGHT 


Improve 
Your 
Work 


"Whoopee!"  says  "Joe"  College.  "I  houghl  i\ 
(.'orona  and  passed  the  course."  — and  you, 
too,  can  improve  your  grade.  Hand  in  neatly 
typed  manuscripts.  See  the  Coronas  today. 
Payment  plan. 

*^5  down— balance  monthly 


5J 


/■bunfa.irv  S<^uaire 
E^VA.NJ   STOiSI 


Li 


DODGE 
BROTHERS 

MOTOR  CARS 
C.  M.  McDonald 

1019  Davis  Street         University  224 


c^  Complete 
Service  for 
"your  Car 


Let  Evansfon's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  yoin-  car. 

Courteous,  prompt  expe- 
rienced service  in  a  central, 
convenient  location. 


f 


Oihng,  Greasmg 
Storage,  Simonizing 
Washing,  Repairs 


I 


Service  Garage 


I  725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 
Opposite  Varsity  Theater 


PHONE  DEARBORN    1465 

ERG  &  ISENBE. 

106  WEST  LAKE  STREET 

CHICAGO 


Starting  Jan*  16th 

We  Offer  the  Overcoat 
Value  of  the  Year  at 


*35 


00 


VALUES  TO  $75.00 

Single  and  Double  Breasted  Dress  Coats 
Single   Breasted   University   Style       " 
Beautiful  Ulsters  of  Import  Fabric 

DRASTIC    REDUCTIONS    ON    SVITS 


THE  ANATOMY  OF  SMOKE   PLEASURE 


You  see  the  fact  is  that  once  you've  chosen  Camels,  you're  somewhat 
the  fair-haired  boy.  Perhaps  a  word  of  explanation  is  in  order,  but 
we're  disinclined  to  elucidate  at  length.  We  could  probably  trace  the 
cool  course  of  a  mellow  Camel-cloud  through  your  smoke-channel — 
and  explain  what  makes  it  "click."  But  as  the  osteopath  said  to  the 
bacteriologist,  "Don't  bacilli."    Have  a  Camel! 
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